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ADVERTISEMENT.

T•HE Publifher of the following compilation having

come by accident into the pofTeffion of the firfl

192 pages, which were printed off under the infpeclion

Of the Editor of the Mufical Mifcellany, (a collection

publifhed at Perth in 1786, and very favourably re-

ceived by the Public), he immediately refolved to finifh

the volume on a more enlarged plan than that of the

Mufical Mifcellany ; of which, however, this may pro-

perly be confidered as a new edition, although under a

different title. Accordingly, no pains have been fpared

to render it as complete as poflible. Every popular and

falhionable fong, whether Englifh, Scots, or Irifh, has

been infertcd; at leaft the Publifher hopes that very

few, if any, have been omitted. How far the pre^

fent Editor has fucceeded mufl be determined by a can-

did Public.

It is prefumed that no Collection of Songs with the

Mufic, hitherto publifhed in Great Britain or Ireland9

of the fame fize and extent, has been afforded at fo

low a price as the prefent.

ED1NBUR G H,l
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To fpeer my love, wi' glances fair
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CALLIOPE:
OR THE

VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

SONG I.

BANKS OF BANNA.

v-1-

—

1

Shepherds , l have lojl my love, have youfeen my Anna?

+-

/r/afl? ofevery fljqdy grove, upon the banks of Banna.

/y^r &r my homeforfook, nearyon mijiy mountain
,

—I—

f

^r^, zwj/ />^, /«y crook, greenwoodjhadc andfountain,

Never (hall I fee thern more
Until her returning

;

All the joys of life are o'er,

From gladnefs chang'd to mourning.
Whither is my. charmer flown ?

Shepherds, tell me whither ?

Ah, woe for me, perhaps fee's gone
For ever and for ever.

a'

i



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG II.

NANSY'S TO THE GREEN WOOD GANE.

u i
.1

, rr=
Nanfy's to the greenwood gane, to hear the gowd—fpink

-?r* 1"T~^t-

chat?ring; and Willie he has follow
yd her to gain her love

-X- - -

:::E=cEr

£y fiat?ring. But a? that he couldfay or do
,foegeek'

d

Iliigli-lill
andfecrned at him, and ay when he be--gan to woo,flje

0-

—r*«ii_ 2 ic^ 19 fi-

fe i(— * "

What ails ye at my dad, quoth he,

. My minny, or my aunty ?

Wi* croudy-mowdy they fed me,
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty

:

And bannocks of good barley-meal,

Of thae there was right plenty.

Wi* chapped ftocks, fu* butter'd well.,

And was na' that right dainty ?

Altho' my father was nae laird,

'Tis dafFm to be vaunty,

He keepit ay a good -kail -yard,

A ha* houfe, and a pantry :



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

A good blue bonnet on his head,

An o'erlay 'bout his craigy,

And ay until the day he died,

He rade on good fhanks naigy.

Now wae and wonder on your fnout,

Wad ye hae bonny Nanfy ?

V\Tad ye compare yourfelf to me,
A docken till a tanfy ?

I ha'e a wooer o* my ain,

They ca* him fouple Sandy,

And well I wat his bonny mou'
Is fweet like fugar-candy.

Wow, Nanfy, what needs a' this din,

Do I na* ken this Sandy ?

I'm fure the chief of a' his kin

Was Rab the beggar randy :

His minny Meg upo' her back
Bare baith him and his billy

;

Will ye compare a nafty pack
To me your winfome Willy ?

My gutcher left a good braid fword,

Tho' it be auld and rufty,

Yet ye may tak' it on my word,

It is baith (tout and trufty

;

And if I can but get it drawn,

Which will be right uneafy,

I mall lay baith my lugs in pawn,
That he mall get a hezzy.

Then Nancy turn'd her round about,

And faid, Did Sandy hear ye,

Ye wadna mifs to get a clout,

I ken he difna' fear ye

:

Sae had your tongue, and fay nae mah%
Set fomewhere elfe your fancy

;

For as lang's SandyY to the fore,

Yc never mall get Nanfy.

Aij



4 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG III.

CORN RIGS.

My Pctie is a lo-ver gay, his mind is ne—ver

muddy, his breath is fwecier than new hay, his face

is fair and rud—dy. His Jhape is handsome, middle

iiiiiiMSiiliilliiS
fize, he\ comely in his nvdhing, theJhining of his een

JSC

furprife,
9
tis heaven to hear him talking.

%
Laft- night I met him on a bawk,
Where yellow corn was gi owing :

There mony a kindly word he Jpake,

That fet my heart a-glowing.

He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine,
And loo'd me befl of ony

;

That gars me like to fing finfyne,

O corn -rigs are bonny.
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Let lanes of a filly mind
Refufe what maid they're wanting

!

Since we for yeilding were defign'd,

We chaftiy fhould be granting.

Then I'll comply, and marry PATE j

And fyne my cockernony

He's free to touzel air or late,

Where corn-rigs are bonny.

SONG IV.

TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN.

SI
To Anacreon in heaven^ where hefat infullglee, a few

JE.-g. -j - -j| X.
1 1

fons ofharmonyfent a petition, that he their 'mfpirer and

4 4 ifjm
' 'L i

patron would be; when this anftver arriv'dfrom thejolly

— fTt^f~^~fhrl^f :

old Grecian—Voice, fiddle? andflute /o/^r Tftwfc,

V11lendyou my name^ and infpireyou to boot; and befides,

VII irfirucl you like me to entwine the myrtle ofVenus with



twine the myrtle of Venus with Bacchus*s vine.

The news through Olympus immediately flew

;

When Old Thunder pretended to givehimfelf airs

—

" If thefe mortals are fufter'd their fcheme to purfue,
" The devil a Goddefs will ftay above flairs.

" Hark! already they cry,

" In tranfports of joy,
<c Away to the fons of Anacreon we'll fly,

" And there with good fellows, we'll learn to entwine
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

And there with goodfellows , &c.

" The yellow-hair'd God, and his nine fufly maids,
" From Helicon's Banks will incontinent flee,

<6 Idalia will boall but of tenantlefs {hades,

" And the bi-forked hill a mere defart will be.
u My thunder, no fear on't,

" Shall foon do it's errand,
<c And dam'me ! I'll fwinge the ringleaders, I warrant,

<c
I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine

" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine."

Yll trim the young dogs, &c.

Apollo rofe up ; and faid, " Pr'ythee ne'er quarrel,

" Good king of the Gods, with my vot'ries below

:

w Your thunder is ufelefs"—then, fhewing his laurel,

Cry'd, cc
Sic writablefulmen, you know!

" Then over each head
" My laurels I'll fpread

;

" So my fons from your crackers no mifchief fhall dread,
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w Whilfl fnug in their club room they jovially twine
*' The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus'^vine.

Whilflfnug in their club-room, &c.

Next Momus got up with his rifible phiz,

And fwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join—
" The tide of full harmony (till fhall be his,

" But the fong, and the catch, and the laugh mall be mine*
" Then Jove, be not jealous

" Of thefe honeft fellows."

Cry'd Jove, "We relent, fince the truth now you tell us

;

" And fwear, by Old Styx, that they long fhall entwine
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine."

Andfwear, by Old Styx, &c.

Ye fons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand

:

Preferve unanimity, friendfhip, and love
;

*Tis your's to ftipport what's fo happily plann'd

:

You've the fandtion of Gods, and the fiat of Jove,

While thus we agree,

Our toaft let it be,

May our club flourim happy, united and free

!

And long may the fons of Anacreon entwine

The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

And long may thefons of Anacreon entwine

The myrtle of Yemts with Bacchus
}

s vine*



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG V.

jove in his chair.

esc

Jki;* r&z/r ^ /Z?^Jhy lord major\ with his nods

— 3 ^3

7//<?7z andgods keep in awe ; when he winks heaven/brinks>

when he/peaks hellfqueaks, earth's globe is but his

Ai. f

tawe. Cock of thefchool, he bears defpotic rule.

his word tho
9

abfurd mujl be law ; even Fate, tho' fo

I—Mi! f

—

1

-A-fcwl >—

great, mujlnot prate hisbauld pate, "Jove would cuff± he's

W 33-
:f-Z

fa bluff,foi- a firaw ; cozti'd de—i-ties, like ruin

iiii^Iliiliiil,
cheefe, to Jlir muft ceafe or gna%i\
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SONG VI.

THE CHARGE IS PREPAR'D.

, M—

MS
jT/fe charge is prepared, the lawyers are met, the judges

all rang'd, a terribleJhow, I go undifmay*d,for death is

^^^iipiiiiii
a debt, a debt on demand\fo take what Iowe. Thenfare-

pggli
well my love, dear charmers, adieu! contented I die, 'tis

lZ L

/ta toter y<?r you. Here ends alldifpute the reft ofour lives

+

/br ?A/x wafjf #f cw^ Ipleafe all my wives,

B



I'D CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG VII.

DOWN THE BURN DAVIE.

i —I

tawa q jjij-h j ait.
When trees did bud, andfields were green, and broom

bloom*d fair to fee, when Mary was completefifteen, and

lg=!
love laugh

1d in her e'e : blyth Davie's blinks her

heart did move tofpeak her mind thus free; ga?:g ddwh t/\

rt
—

£z/r/z Davie love, and I willfol—low thee.

Now Davie did each lad furpafs

That dwelt on this burn fide

;

And Mary was the bonnieft lafs,

juft meet to be a bride.

Blyth Davie's blinks, &c.

Her cheeks were rofy, red and white,

Her e'en were bonny blue,

Her looks were like Aurora bright.

Her Hps like droping dew.

filyth Davie's blinks, &c.
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What pafs'd, I guefs, was harmlefs play,

And nothing, fure, unmeet

;

For, ganging hame, I heard them fay,

They lik* d a walk fo fweet.

Blytb Davie's blinks, &c.

His cheeks to he'r's he fondly laid ;

She cry'd, " Sweet love be true ;

H And when a wife, as now a maid,

' To death I'll follow you."

Blytb Davie's blinks, &c.

As fate had dealt to him a routh,

Straight to the kirk he led her ;

There plighted her his faith and truth,

And a bonny bride he made her.

No more afham'd to own her love,

Or fpeak her mind thus free
;

" Gang down the burn, Davie, love,

" And I will follow thee."

Bij



12 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG VIII.

MY TEMPLES WITH CLUSTERS.

My temples with cluflers ofgrapes Til entwine\and bar-

rr^ T-"1~-ft—T^-fp^y rt'-h^To^""

^J> j j ^
ter alljoys for a goblet of wine, and barter alljoysfora

goblet ofwine. Infearch ofa Venus no longer Vll run, but

-38

—

lissliiplsiii
ftop andforget her at Bacchus

9
s tun; no longer Vll run,

§1 J f ir rj
fl

i

J77T1
" "

^— ^— ~ar

flop andforget her at Bacchus' j tun.

Yet why thus refolve to relinquifli the fair ?

'Tis folly with fpirits like mine to defpair

;

For what mighty charms can be found in a glafs,

If not nll'd to the health of feme favourite lafs ?



THE VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

'Tis woman v/hofe charms every rapture impart,

And lend a new fpring to the pulfe of the heart

;

The mifer himfelf, fo fupreme is tier fway,

Grows a convert to love, and refigns her the key.

At the found of her voice forrow lifts up her head.

And poverty Mens, well pleas'd, from her fhed \

While age, in an ecftacy, hob'ling along,

Beats time, with his crutch 5 to the tune of her fong*

Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard,

The iargeft and deepeft that ftands on his board

;

I'll till up a brimmer, and drink to the fair

;

'Tis the thirft of a lover—and pledge me who dare.



*4 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG IX.

MY JO JANET.

si
0fweet fir, for your courtefie, when ye come by the

Bafs, then, andfor the love ye bear to me, buy me a keek-

J-T-j. i
ing glafs, then. Keek into the draw-well, Janet, Janet,

—

K

and there ye'11fee your bonny fell, my jo Janet.

Keeking in the draw-well clear,

What if I Ihou'd fa' in, Sir ?

Syne a' my kin will fay and fwear,

I drown'd myfelf for fin, Sir.

Had the better be the brae,

Janet, Janet

;

Had the better be the brae,

Myjo Janet.

Good Sir, for your courtefie,

Coming through Aberdeen, then,

For the love ye bear to me,
Buy me a pair of fheen, then.

Clout the auld, the new are dear,

Janet, Janet,
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Ae pair may gain ye ha'f a year,

My jo Janet.

But what if dancing on the greeri,

And fkipping like a mawkin,
If they mould fee my clouted fheen,

O* me they will be tawkin,

Dance ay laigh, and late at e'en,

Janet, Janet,

Svne a' their fauts will no be feen.

My jo Janet.

Kind Sir, for your courtefie,

When ye gae to the crofs, then.,

For the love ye bear to me,
Buy me a pacing horfe, then.

Pace upo' your fpinning wheel,

Janet, Janet,

Pace upo' your fpinning wheel,

My jo Janet.
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SONG X.

MARY's DREAM.

3

jffo /7W0# hadclimb
9dthe high-eft hillwhich rifes

. . .„ . PS
<?Vr //fe fource ofDee, andfrom the eaflern fum-mit

JJied her fiUver light on tow'r and tree ; when Mary

Zzii her down tofleep, her thoughts on Sandy far

at fea; whenfoft and low a voice was heardfay

Mary, weep no morefor me.

She from her pillow gently rais'd

Her head to aik, who there might be*

She faw young Sandy miv'ring ftand,

With vifage pale and hollow eye
5



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS,
4t O Mary dear, cold is my clay,

" It lies beneath a (tormy fea,

u Far, far from thee, I deep in death,
" So Mary, weep no more for me.

" Three ftormy nights and ilormy days
" We tofs'd upon the raging main

:

" And long we ftrove our bark to fave,

" But ail our driving was in vain.

* Ev'n then, when horror chiil'd my blood,
" My heart was mTd with love for thee

:

" The llorm is paft, and I at reft,

So Mary, weep no more for me.

" O maiden dear, thyfelf prepare,
' - We fooii (hall meet upon that (hore,

6~ Where love is free from doubt and care
3

cs And thou and I (hall part no more."
Loud crovv'd the cock; the fliadow fled,

No more of Sandy could fiie fee \

But fort the palling fpirit fald,

H Sweet Mary, weep no more for me,'*
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SONG XI.

HAD NEPTUNE.

si; ~r~tmmm
Had Neptune whenjirft he took charge of thefea, been as

IS

or at leaji been as merry as we, he'd have thought

better on't, and inftead ofthe brine, woidd havefWd the

gillUlplpSliHi
vaft ocean with generous wine, - «

liliiillpplilfili
would haveJiWd the vaft ocean with

3&=jt=t=:M=—t=z

=

—=-:

generous wine.

What trafficking then would have been on the main,

For the fake of good liquor, as we'll as for gain,

No fear then of tempeft, or danger of finking,

The fiflies ne'er drown that are always a-drinking.
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The hot thirfty fun would drive with more hafte,

Secure in the evening of fuch a repaft

;

And when he'd got tipfey, wou'd have taken his nap,

With double the pleafure in Thetis's lap.

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine,

Confider how glorioufly Phoebus would mine,

What vafl exhalations he'd draw up on high,

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fupply.

How happy us mortals, when bled with fuch rain,

To fill all our veflels, and fill 'em again,

Nay even the beggar that has ne'er a dim,

Might jump in the river and drink like a fifh.

What mirth and contentment, on every one's brow,

Hob as great as a prince, dancing after his plough
The birbs in the air as they play on the wing,

Altho* they but ftp would eternally fmg.

The ftars, who I think, don't to drinking incline,

Would frifk and rejoice at the fume of the wine j

And merrily twinkling would foon let us know,
That they were as happy as mortals below.

Had this been the cafe, what had we enjoy'd,

Our fpirits ftill rifing our fancy ne'er cloy'd

;

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r,
To flip like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour.

C ij
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SONG XII.

TULLOCHGORUM.
*

Fiedlers, your pins in temper fix,

And rofet weel your fiddle-dicks ;

But banifh vile Italian tricks

Frae out your quorum :

Norforles wi* pianos mix,

Gie'a Tulkchgcrwn.

FERGUSSON.

iilplilpliplilf
Come gie's afang the lady cr*fd, and layyour difpntes all

§E-g-i? 1^

—

^Zy^^Z^MZ
afide, 'what notifehfe is'tforfolk to chidefor v:hat

x
s been done

iilllllilgplilM
before them. Lei whig and iory all agree, whig and tcry,

whig and tory, whig and lory all agree, to drop their whig-

negmorum, Let whig and tory all agree, tofpend the night

w? mirth and glee> and cheatfu 'fong alang w? me, the reel

_* 'L--b.

*f Tulhchgorum*
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Tullochgorum's my delight,

It gars us a' in ane unite,

And ony fumph that keeps up fpite

;

In conference I abhor him,

Blithe and merry we's be a\
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry,

Blithe and merry we's be a%

To make a chearfu' quorum*.

Blithe and merry we's be a',

As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw,

And dance till we be like to fa',

The reel of Tullochgoxum.

There needs na' be fo great a phrafe

Wi' dringing dull Italian lays

1 wadna gi'e our ain Strathfpeys

For half a hundred fcore o'm.

They're dowff and dowie at the befL

Dowff and dowie, dowff and dowie,

They're dowff and dowie at the bell,

Wi' a' there variorum.

They're dowff and dowie zt the beft,

Their allegro's, and a' the red,

They cannot pleafe a Highland tafle,

Compar'd wi' Tullochgcrum.

Let warldly minds themfelves opprefs

Wi' fear of want, and double cefs,

And filly fauls themfelves diftrefs

Wi' keeping up decorum.

Shall we fae four and fuiky fit,

Sour and fulky, four and fulky,

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,

Like auld Philofcphorum ?

Shall we fae four and fulky fit,

Wi' neither fenfe, nor mirth, nor wit.

And canna rife to make a fit

At the reel of Tullochgorum ?
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May choiceft bleflings ftill attend

Each honeft-hearted open friend,

And calm and quiet be his end,

Be a' that's good before him

!

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Peace and plenty, peace and plenty,

May peace and plenty be his lot,

And dainties a great ftore o'm

!

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Unftain'd by any vicious blot ?

And may he never want a groat

That's fond of Tullochgorum.

But for the difcontented fool,

Who wants to be oppreffion's tool,

May envy gnaw his rotten foul,

And blackeft fiends devour him

!

My dole and forrow be his chance,

Dole and forrow, dole and forrow,

May dole and forrow be his chance.

And honeft fouls abhor him !

May dole and forrow be his chance,

And a* the ills that come frae France

Whoe'er he be that winna dance

The reel of Tullochgorum.
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SONG XIII.

OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH.

prove true; So open the door to me, oh!

Cold is the blaft upon my pale cheek,

But colder your love unto me, Oh

!

Though you have, &c.

She's open'd the door, {he's open'd it wide,

She fees his pale corps on the ground, Oh !

Though you have, &c.

My true love, fhe cry'd, then fell down by his fide,

Never, never to fhut again, Oh !

Though you have, &c*
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SONG XIV.

RUSSEL's TRIUMPH.
Moderate

w.cf
'

f f. i f vitm
Thurfday in the morn, the nineteenth of May, recorded

for ever thefamous ninety two, brave Ruffe! did difcer>

tr

by break of day the loftyfails of France advancing too. All

*"Z& "f*
— ——k--^ 1^--^j^—-i^-f ^

/wwdj- j/gfr, they cry, let Britifh valour Jlnne, letfv a cuU

verine, thefignal of the line, let ev
9
ry manfupply his gun,

Ipiprtpgpil
follow me, you fhall fee, that the battle it will focn be

won, follow me, you Jhall fee, that the battle it willfion

i I
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Tourville on the main triumphant rowi'd,

To meet the gallant Ilinfel in combat on the deep j

He led a noble train of heroes bold.

To fink the Englifh Admiral at his feet*

Now every valiant mind to vi&ovy doth afpire,

The bloody right's begun, the fea is all on fire 9

Afid 'mighty fate flood looking on,

Whilft a flood all of blood,

Fiil'd the fcuppefs of the rifmg fun.

Sulphur, fmoak, and fire, difturbing the air,

• With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ihore j

Their regulated bands flood trembling near,

To fee the lofty llreamers now no more

:

At fix o'clock, the red, the fmiiing*viu:or$ led.

To give a fecond blow, the fatal overthrow .

Now death and horror equal reign,

Now they cry, run and die,

Britifh colours ride the vanquifh'd main.

See they fly, amaz'd, thro' rocks and fands,

One danger they grafp at to mun the greater fate,

In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands,

The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their loft eftate.

For evermore adieu, thou dazzling rifmg fun,

From thy untimely end thy matter's fate begun ;

Enough, thou mighty god of war :

Now we ling, blefs the King

!

Let us drink to every Britiih Tar.

D
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SONG XV.

'TWAS WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH.

9Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town, in the ro-fy

£1 ^pCi^_-g--_

the yeari whenjlowers were bloom
9d and grafs was

down, and each Jhepherd woo'd his dear, bonny Jocky blyth

and gay, kifs'dfweet Jenny making hay, the la[[ie blufh'd^

~(9\

andfrowning/aid, no, no, it wonnot do, I cannot, can

not. wonnot, wonnot, maunnot buckle too.
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O Jocky was a wag, that never wou'd wed,

Though long he had followed the lafs,

Contented me work'd, and eat her brown bread,

And merrily turn'd up the grafs.

Bonny Jocky blyth and gay,

Won' her heart right merrily,

But (till ihe blufli'd and frowning faid,

I cannot, &c.

But v/hen that he vow'd he wou'd make her his bride,

Tho' his herds and his flocks were not few,

She gave him her hand and a kifs befides,

And vow'd ftie'd for ever be true.

Bonny Jocky blyth and gay,

Won her heart right merrily,

At church fhe no more frowning faid,

I cannot, &c.

Dij
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SONG XVI.

THE FLOWERS OF EDINBURGH.

±=± wm
My love was once a bonny lad, he was the fiow'r of

all his kin, the absence of his bon-nyface, has rent my ten-

der heart in twain* I day nor nightfind no de-

light, in ft—lent tears Jfill complain, and exclaim
y
gain/I

thofe my ri—valfoes, that hae to!enfrom me my dar-

ling fwain.

Defpair and angmfh fills my breaft,

Since I have loft my blooming rofe

;

I figh and moan while others reft,

His abfence yields me no repofe.
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To feek my love I'll range and rove,

Thro' ev'ry grove and diftant plain

;

Thus I'll ne'er ceafe, but fpend my days,

T' hear tidings from my darling fwain.

There's nothing ftrange in nature's change.

Since parents {hew fuch cruelty

;

They caus'd my love from me to range,

And knows not to what deftiny.

The pretty kids and tender lambs

May ceafe to fpor t upon the plain

;

But Til mourn and lament, in deep difcontent

For the abfence of my darling fwain.

Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat, .

To fend a fair and pleafant gale -

y

Ye dolphins fweet, upon me wait,

And do convey me on your tail.

Heav'ns biefs my voyage with fuccefs,

While crofting of the raging main,

And fend me fafe o'er to that diftant lhore,

To meet my lovely darling fwain.

All joy and mirth at our return

Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay ;

The bells mall ring, and fweet birds ling,

To grace and crown our nuptial day.

Thus blefs'd with charms in my love's arms,

My heart once more I will regain,

Then I'll range no more to a diftant more,
But in love will enjoy my darling fwain.
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SONG XVII.

THE STORM.

Ceafe rude Boreas, bluft'ring railer, lift, ye landfmen

all to me, mejfmates, hear a brotherfallorfing the dan-

gers of thefea,from bounding billowsfirft in motion, when

—
-JJ—^-4_j_.^-l^:

! "55
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the dijlant whirlwinds rife; to the tempeji troubled o-

—r*.

i
where thefeas contend with Jkies.

"Lively,

Hark ! the boatfwain hoarfely bawling,

—

By topfail fheets, and haulyards ftand !

Down top-gallants quick be hauling

!

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand

!

Now it frefhens, fet the braces ;

Quick the topfail meets let go

;

LufF, boys, luff, don't make wry faces

!

Up your topfails nimbly clew

!
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SIgzv.

Now all you on down-beds fporting.

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms,

Frefh enjoyments wanton courting,

Free from all but love's alarms,

—

Round us roar the tempefl louder

;

Think what fear our mind enthrals :

Harder yet, it yet blows harder
;

Now again the boatfwain calls :

Quick.

The topfail-yards point to the wind, boys

!

See all clear to reef each courfe

!

Let the fore-meets go ; don't mind, boys,

Though the weather fhould be worfe.

Fore and aft the fprit-fail yard get
5

Reef the mizen ; fee all clear :

Hand up ! each preventer-brace fet

;

Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer

!

Slow.

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring

!

Peals on peals contending cla(h !

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring

!

In our eyes blue lightnings flam

!

One wide water all around us,

All above us one black iky i

DifPrent deaths at once furround us.

Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ?

Quick.

The foreman's gone, cries every tongue out
3

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck.

A leak beneath the cheft-tree\s fprung out 5

Call all hands to clear the wreck.

Quick the lanyards cut to pieces !

Come, my hearts be (tout, and bold !

Plumb the well, the lake increafcs -

?

Four feet water in the hold!
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Slow.

While o'er the ihip wild waves are beating*

We for wives or children mourn

;

Alas ! from hence there's no retreating \

Alas ! from hence there's no return.

Still the lake is gaining on us

;

Both chain pumps are choak'd below^

Heav'n have mercy here upon us !

For only that can fave us now !

O'er the lee-beam is the land boys

;

Let the guns o'er-board be thrown ;

To the pump come every hand, boys

;

See our mizen-maft is gone,

The leak we've found ; it cannot pour fail

:

We've lighten'd her a foot or more \

Up, and rig a jury fore-maft
;

She rights, fhe rights, boys ! wear off more.

Now once more on joys we're thinking,

Since kind fortune fpar'd our lives

;

Come the cann, boys, let's be drinking

To our fweethearts and our wives.

Fill it up, about ftiip wheel it

;

Clofe to th' lips a brimmer join,

Where's tne temped now ; who feels it ?

None ! our danger's drown'd in wine !
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SONG XVIIL

IN LOVE SHOULD THERE MEET.

ilpipiipifc
In lovefoould there meet afondpair, untutored byfa

#r Art, wifhes are warm, are warm andfin*

Oil
[

: fe]^p
iPiriiiiiiipgii

w^r^r are tP excefs of the heart: If ought

of
'
fubflantial de-light on thisfids theJlars can befound

--^F^HS ^5_>i'=^t_te±^_.U-t;-
t

-

7//fure when this couple u—nite, and Cupid by Hymen

is crown d • and Cupid by Hvfneti is crown*d~
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SONG XIX.

LOVELY GODDESS.

milliiiii Bp—

t

Lovely goddefs,fprightly May, faireft daughter of the

< E3ftHi
<&y, A/VA^r £0/?z? ro-fescrowri

}

d,painting as you tread

^ ground, painting as you tread the ground. Tulips

r<?#r glitt'ring heads, pinks bejlrow theirfragrant

Z>£<&, woodbinesfpangled o'er with dew, deck their ar~

borets for you, deck their ar—bo—retsfor you.

Hear the birds around thee fing,

In the gardens of the fpring
,

Ev'ry bufh and ev'ry tree

Warbles forth it's joy to- thee.

Nature's fcngfters all are gay

At the lov'd approach of May j
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All, great Queen, thy praifes fmg,

Thine, great Emprefs of the fpring.

Goddefs, in thy veft of green

;

Goddefs, with thy youthful mein
;

Hade and bring thy mines of wealth,

Gladnefs, and her parent, health

;

Bring with thee thy chearf ul train,

Chacing care, and chacing pain,

See, the lovely graces, all

Throng obedient to thy call.

Goddefs, hafte, and bring with thee

Virtue's child, fair liberty

;

For, if liberty's away,

Who can tafte the month of May ?

Here he comes, I hear the found
Of the merry fongfters round :

Here he comes all frefli and gay,

Paying homage to thee, May.

Goddefs, who perfum'ft the air,

Who haft deck'd the earth fo fair

;

Thou, with gladnefs by thy fide

SthTft the raging of the tide ;

Bid'ft the winds forbear to roar,

And ftern winter feen no more ;

Meads and groves their echos ring,

Love himfelf is on the wing.

Lovely nymph, divined: May,
Thou to whom this verfe I pay

:

O ! thy healing warmth impart

To the miftrefs of my heart

;

Ev'ry day with gladnefs crown,
By her health, preferve my own :

Blooming nymph, of heavenly birth,

Goddefs, thou, of health and mirth.

Eij
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SONG XX.

WHILE MISERS ALL NIGKT.

JW/Z? mifers all nightJtill are watching theirflares, and

all dayJlernly drive the di/lrefs*dfrom their doors, while

courtiers each otherfubvert in the Jlale, and obftinate

churchmen new maxims create, 'we arefrugally generous,

wr each other wrong, but enjoy us at night, then conclude

yiwg, enjoy us at night then conclude with a

Ms-
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Let (harpers attempt by falfe arts to enfnare,

Till at length they receive their long merited fare,

Let fpendthrifts confume till too late they repent,

The lofs of their riches fo lavifhly fpent,

While with honeft induftry we live the day long.

And enjoy us at night, then conclude with a fong.

Tho' drunkards in claret fuch rapture exprefs,

They'd find it more fov'reign, were they to drink lefs :

Tho' rakes fay in women is center'd our blifs,

They've reafon fometimes to regret a clofs kifs.

Such diff'rent extremes then to us don't belong,

And yet women and wine are the life of our fong*

Yet topers and rakes, would ye lead happy lives,

Be mod'rate in drinking and chufe model! wives,

Let churchmen with churchmen, and courtiers be friends,

For on friendfhip all earthly enjoyment depends.

And when ye're united thus lading and ftrong,

Like us you'll be jovial, and end with a fong.
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SONG XXL

SWEET ANNIE.

when Jocky's toft aboon the tide. Far off to dijlant

realms he gangs , yet I'IIprove true as he has been; and

when ilk lafs a—bout him thrangs, he'll think on Annie9

m—«-
=

hisfaithful ane.

I met our wealthy laird yeftreen,

Wi' gou'd in hand he tempted me,
He prais'd my brow, my rolling een,

And made a brag of what he'd gi'e.
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What tho' my Jocky's far away,

Toft up and down the anfome main,

Til keep my heart anither day,

Since Jocky may return again.

Nae mair, falfe Jamie, ring nae mair,

And fairly caft your pipe away -

7

My Jocky wad be troubled fair,

To fee his friend his love betray :

For a* your fongs and verfe are vain,

While Jocky's notes do faithful flow 3

My heart to him (hall true remain,

I'll keep it for my conftant jo.

Blaw faft, ye gales, round Jocky's head,

And gar your waves be calm and ftill
5

His hameward fail with breezes fpeed,

And dinna a* my pleafure fpill.

What tho' my Jocky's far away,
Yet he will braw in filler mine ;

Til keep my heart anither day,

Since Jocky may again be mine.

*
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SONG XXII.

TOPSAILS SHIVER IN THE WIND.

The top/ailsJhi—ver in the wind, theJlripJhe cajls to

fea; but yet myfoul, my heart, my mind, are, Mary,

moor'd with thee. For, tho
9
thyfallows bound a—far, JIM

loveJhallbe his leadingflar; for tho
9

thy failor
f

s bow:d a*

far,Jlill love Jhall be his leading Jlar.

Should landmen flatter when we're faii'd,

O doubt their artful tales
\

No gallant failor ever fail'd,

If love breath'd conftant gales

;

Thou art the cornpafs of my foul

Which fleers my heart from pole to pole
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Sirens in every port we meet,

More fell than rocks or waves

But fuch as grace the Britim fleet,

Are lovers and not flaves :

No foes our courage mall fubdue,

Altho* we've left our hearts with you.

Thefe are our cares, but if you're kind,

We'll fcorn the dafhing main^

The rocks, the billows, and the wind,

The pow'r of France and Spain

:

Now England's glory refts with you,

Our fails are full, fwest girls, Adieu

!
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SONG XXIII.

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE.

One day I heard Maryfay, howJhall I leave thee ?

ftay,dearefl A~donis,ftay, why wilt thou grieve me ?

Alas, myfond heart will break, if thou Jhould leave mcy

iii^HiiSiii
27/ live and die for thyfake, yet never leave thee,

Say, lovely Adonis, fay,

Has Mary deceiv'd thee?

Did e'er her young heart betray

New love to grieve thee ?

My conftant mind ne'er mail ftray,

Thou may believe me;
Til love thee, lad, night and day,

And never leave thee.

Adonis, my charming youth,

What can relieve thee ?

Can Mary thy anguifh foothe,

This bread mall receive thee.
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My paiiion can ne'er decay,

Never deceive thee :

Delight (hall drive pain away,

Pleafure revive thee.

But leave thee, lad, leave thee, lad,

How fhall I leave thee?

O ! that thought makes me fad -

7

Fll never leave thee.

Where would my Adonis fly ?

Why does he grieve mc ?

Alas ! my poor heart will die,

If I mould leave thee.

Fij
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SONG XXIV.

THE LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR.

The loft time I came o'er the muir, I left my love be-

hind me ; ye pow'rs, what pain do I endure, whenfoft

i—de-as mind me. Soon as the ruddy morn difplay'd,

i
m ...— BfljIMflH

beaming day enfuing^ I met betimes my love-ly maid,

infit re—treats for wooing.

Beneath the cooling fhade we lay,

Gazing and chaftely fporting ;We kifs'd and promis'd time away,

'Till night fpread her black curtain.

I pitied all beneath the fkies,

Even kings when me was nigh me
j

In raptures I beheld her eyes,

Which could but ill deny me.
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3

Should I be calt'd where cannons roar,

Where mortal fteel may wound me

;

Or caft upon fome foreign fhore,

Where dangers may furround me

;

Yet hopes again to fee my love,

To feaft on glowing kifles,

Shall make my care at diftance move,
In profpect of fuch blhTes.

In all my foul there's not one place

To let a rival enter

;

Since me excels in every grace,

In her my love mail center.

Sooner the feas mail ceafe to flow,

Their waves the Alps to cover ;

On Greenland's ice mall rofes grow,

Before I ceafe to love her.

The next time I gang o'er the muir,

She mail a lover find me

;

And that my faith is firm and pure,

Tho' I left her behind me.
Then Hymen's facred bonds mail chain

My heart to her fair bofom
;

There, while my being does remain,

My love more frefh fhall blolTorcu
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SONG XXV.

BESSEY BELL AND MARY GRAY.

gpiiliii^i:
0 Bef-fy Bell and Mary Gray they were twa bonny

iilllpi^liilil
laf—fes, they bigg'd a bow'r on yon burn brae, and theek'd

it o'er wi' rajhes. Fair Bejfey Bell I loo'd ye-Jlrcen,

iiiiPi
and thought I ne'er cou'd alter ; but Mary Gray's twapaw-

ky een they gar myfancy faulter.

Now Befiey's hair's like a lint-tap

;

She fmiles like a May morning,

When Phoebus ftarts frae Thetis' lap,

The hills with rays adorning

:

White is her neck, faft is her hand,

Her waift and feet's fu' genty

;

With ilka grace fhe can command ;

Her lips, O vow! they're dainty.
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And Mary's locks are like a craw,

Her een like diamonds glances :

She's ay fay clean, redd up, and braw.

She kills whene'er me dances

:

Blyth as a kid, with wit at will,

She blooming, tight, and tall is

;

And guides her airs fae gracefu' ftill,' -

O Jove ! fhe's like thy Pallas.

Dear Beffey Bell and Mary Gray,

Ye unco fair opprefs us

;

Our fancies jee between you tway,

Ye are fic bonny laffes

:

Waes me ; for baith I canna get,

To ane by law we're {tented

;

Then I'll draw cuts and tak my fate.

And be with ane contented.
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SONG XXVI.

EWE-BUGHTS MARION.

Will ye go to the ewe-bughts Marion, and wear in the

Jheep wi* me? ThefunJhinesfweet my Marion , but nae half

faefweet as thee. Thefunfhinesfweet my Marion^butnae

•a?— t~T^-

halffaefweet as thee.

O Marion's a bonny lafs,

And the blyth blinks in her ee' ;

And fain wad I marry Marion,

Gin Marion wad marry me.

There's goud in your garters, Marion,

And filk on your white haufs-bane $

Fu' fain wad I kifs my Marion,

At e'en when I come hame.

I've nine milk ewes, my Marion %

A cow and a brawny quey,

I'll gi'e them a' to my Marion,

Juft on her bridal day.
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And ye's get a green fey apron,

And waftecoat of the London brown,

And vow but ye will be vap'ring,

Whene'er ye gang to the town.

I'm young and ftout, my Marion

;

Nane dances like me on the green $

And gin ye forfake me Marion,

I'll e'en draw up wi' Jean.

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion,

And kyrtle of the cramafie !

And foon as my chin has nae hair on ?

I (hall come weft, and fee ye.
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SONG XXVII.

ETRICK BANKS.

5

EE*
:=3

Etrick banks, acfummer's night, at gloming when

/A*yfe^ Z?j77z<?, / /?z£/ my lajjle braw and tight y

n3

^ww* wading barefoot a* her lane; my heart grew light, F

r# ;z, / »y arms about her li-~ly neck, and ki/s'd

and clapp'd her therejW lang, my words they were na

viony fech

I faid, My I a {Tie, will ye go
To the Highland hills, the Earfe to learn,

I'll baith gi'e thee a cow and ew.

When ye come to the brigg of Earn.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er fafh,

And herring at the Broomielaw

;

Chear up your heart, my bonny lafs,

There's gear to win we never faw.

AI! day when,we have wrought enough,

When winter, froft and fnaw begin,

Soon as the fun gaes weft the loch.

At night when ye fit down 'to fpin,

I'll fcrew my pipes and play a fpring

:

And thus the weary night we'll end,

Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring

Our pleafant fummer back again.

Syne when the trees are in their bloom,

And gowans glent o'er ilka field,

I'll meet my lafs amang the broom,
And lead you to my fummer fhield.

Then far frae a' their fcornfu' din,

That make the kindly hearts their rport,

We'll laugh and kifs, and dance and fing,

And g^ the hngell day feem fliort.
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SONG XXVIIL

FRIEND AND PITCHER,
Moderate?.

The wealthyfool with gold inflore, willJlill defire to

grow richer% give me but thefe, I afh no more, my charm-

Chorus.

ing girl* myfriend, and pitcher. My friendfo rare, my

m
girl Jo fair, withfuch what mortal can be richer; give

fa

me

M~2

but thefe, a fg for care, with myfweet girl, my

friend and pitcher.

From morning fun I'd never grieve

To toil a hedger or a ditcher,

If that when I come home at eve,

I might enjoy my friend and pitcher.

My friend fo rare, £sV.
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Tho' fortune ever fliuns my door,

I know not what can bewitch her ;

With all my heart can I he poor,

With my fweet girl, my friend, and pitcher.

My friend fo rare, &c.

S3

<4*>>->••>->•»-• ••>••>•

SONG XXIX.

MAN MAY ESCAPE.

Man may efcapcfrom rope or gun, nayfame have out-

lived the doctor's pill ; who takes a woman mufi be un-

done, that ba-'ji--tijk isJure to kill. The fy thatfips

; :~x:

treacle is lojl in thefweets,fo he that tqjles woman, wo-

iilillipiliiili
hah 9 woman, he that tajhs woman ruin meets*
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SONG XXX.

NOW PHCEBUS GILDS.

while dtfldnt hills return it all around. O'er hill and
f

tiars%
or thefwiftfooted deez+no matter ivbaifpcrt is in
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ter what/port is in view,

Health waits on the chace,

Paints with blufhes the face,

Spleen and vapours are left in the rear.

The brooks and the floods,

And the deep embrown'd woods,
Delightful around us appear.

To the fports of the field

All others haul! yield,

For hunting's of ancient renown
3

Kings and princes, of old,

Have this oaftime extolPd,

Royal hunters have fat on the throne.

Hills and valiies o'erpaft,

Nov/ homeward we hafle,

And our miftrefles hearty embrace :

New ftrength we obtain,

By our fports on the plaiti,

For ftreagth ftifi attends on the chace.

Now the bowl comes in view.

Which with glee we purfue.

And thus happily fiuifh the day :

To the huntrefs divine.

To Diana we join,

While each .chorus loudly huzza,.
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SONG XXXI.

THE YOUNG MAN's WISH.

§eM=: ill—4

rie~ga~ted life, 0 let mefpend my days in ruralfweetnefs,

with a friend^ to whom my mind I may unbend^ nor cen-

•#f--~H

Jure heed or praife, nor cenfure heed or prai/e.

Riches bring cares—I alk not wealth,

Let me enjoy but peace and health,

I envy not the great

:

a
Tis thefe alone can make me bleft ;

The riches take of eaft and weft,

I claim not thefe or ftate.

Tho' not extravagant nor near,

But through the well fpent checkered year,

Fd have enough to live

;

To drink a bottle with a friend,

Aflift him in diftrefs, ne'er lend,

But rather freely give.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

I too would wifh, to fweeten life,

A gentle, kind, good natur'd wife,

Young, fenfible and fair :

One who could love but me alone,

Prefer my cot to e'er a throne,

And foothe my every care.

Thus happy with my wife and friend*

My life I chearfully would fpend,

With no vain thoughts oppreft

;

If heav'n has blifs for me in (lore,

O grant me this, I a(k no more,
And 1 am truly bleft.
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SONG XXXLI.

THE MATRON'S WISH.

iiiiSiii:|pigiiiEi
When my locks aregrown hoary, andmy v'tfage looks pale

,

±$ z
is

j
-

;72#y nijf words and mane aclions befreefrom all harm, may

w Chorus.
V

=±3 —iilipl
/ have a good hufband to keep my back warm, 0 theplea-

furcs ofyouth, they areflowers but of May, our life's but

a vapour, our bodies but clay, yet let me live well, tho* I

live but a day.

With a fermon on Sunday, and a Bible of good print *

7

With a pot on the fire, and good viands in't j
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With ale, beer, and brandy, both winter and fummer,

To drink to my gollip, and be pledg'd by my cummer.
The pleafures of, £sV.

With pigs and with poultry, and fome money in (lore

To purchafe the needful, and to give to the poor

;

With a bottle of Canary, to fip without fin,

And to comfort my daughter whene'er Ihe lies in.

The pleafures of, &c.

With a bed foft and eafy to red on at night,

With a maid in the morning to rife with the light,

To do her work neatly, and obey my defire,

To make the houfe clean, and blow up the fire.

The pleafures of, &c.

With health and content, and a good eafy chair
;

With a thick hood and mantle, when I ride on my mare*
Let me dwell near my cupboard, and far from my foes,

With a pair of glafs eyes to clap on my nofe.

The pleafures of, &c.

And when T am dead, with a figh let them fay,

Our honeii old cummer's now laid in the clay :

When young, ihe was chearful, no fcold, nor no whore y

She affifted her neighbours, and gave to the poor.

Tho* theflow
1V of her youth in her age did decay,

TM her life like a vapour evanijtid away,
She liv'd well and happy unto her loft day*

Hij
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SONG XXXIII.

THE VICAR AND MOSES.

At thefign of the horfe, eld Spintext of courfe, each

Pi^Siiiiiiiii
night took his pipe and his pot o'er a jorum of nappy\ quite

*„£l-JS_-£ —
• —l^—— — — i*^ |^-—

pleafant and happy^ . was plac'd this canoni-cal fot 9 To!

de roi de rol ti dol di do!.

The evening was dark, when in came the clerk,

With reverence due and fubmiflion

;

Firft ftrok't his cravat, then twirFd round his hat,

And bowing, preferr'd his petition.

I'm come, Sir, fays he, to beg, look d'ye fee,

Of your reverend worfhip and glory,

To inter a poor baby, with as much fpeed as may be,

And I'll walk with the lanthorn before you.

The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry ?

Why Lord, Sir, the corple it does ftay

:

You fool hold your peace, fmce miracles ceafe,

A corpfe, Mofes, can't run away.
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Then Mofes he fmil'd, faying, Sir, a fmall child

Cannot long delay your intentions

;

Why that's true, by St Paul, a child that is fmall,

Can never enlarge it's dimenfions.

Bring Mofes fome beer, and bring me fome, d'ye hear,

I hate to be calPd from my liquor

:

Come, Mofes, the King, 'tis a fcandalous thing,

Such a fubjecl: mould be but a Vicar.

Then Mofes he fpoke, Sir 'tis paft twelve o'clock,

Befide> there's a terrible fhower

;

Why Mofes, you elf, fince the clock has ftruck twelve,

I'm fure it can never ftrike more.

Bendes, my dear friend, this lelfon attend,

Which to fay and to fwear I'll be bold,

That the corpfe, fnow or rain, can't endanger, that's plain

But perhaps you or I may take cold.

Then Mofes went on, Sir the clock has ftruck one,

Pray Mailer look up at the hand

;

Why it ne'er can ftrike lefs, 'tis a folly tc prefs

A man for to go that can't ftand.

At length, hat and cloak old Orthodox took,

But cram'd his jaw with a quid

;

Each tipt off a gill, for fear they fhould chill,

And then ftagger'd away fide by fide.

When come to the grave, the clerk hum'd a ftave,

Whilft the furplice was wrapt round the Prieft

;

Where fo droll was the figure of Mofes and Vicar,

That the parifh ftill talk of the jeft.

Good people, let's pray, put the corpfe t'other way.
Or perchance I mall over it ftumble;

'Tis beft to take care, tho' the fages declare,

A mortuum caput can't tremble.
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Woman that's born of a man, that's wrong, the leaf's torn

;

A man, that is born of a woman,
Can't continue an hour, but is cut down like a fiow'r ;

You fee, Mofes, death fpareth no man.

Here, Mofes, do look, what a confounded book,

Sure the letters are turn'd upfide down.

Such a fcandalous print, fure the devil is in't,

That this Baiket mould print for the Crown.

Prithee, Mofes, you read, for I cannot proceed,

And bury the corpfe in my (lead.

(Amen. Amen.)
Why, Mofes, you're wrong, pray hold flill your tongue,

You've taken the tail for the head.

O where's thy fling, Death ! put the corpfe in the earth,

For, believe me, 'tis terrible weather.

So the corpfe was interr'd, without praying a word,

And away they both llagger'd together,

Singing Tel de rol de rol ti dol di doL _
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SONG XXXIV.

SWEET ENGAGER.
Pia.

wing, Na-ture's beauty void of art, hear me

I fing, hear me while thy praife I fin**

If I call the lilly fair,

If the rofe can fhed perfume,

The liiiies on thy bofom are,

And the rofe is in thy bloom.

Beauty and good-humour too,

Senfe and reafon to thy aid 5

Ever kind and ever true,

Polly is a lovely maid,
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SONG XXXV.

CLUB YOUR FIRELOCKS.

i0

Club yourfirelocks, my lads, let us march to the coafis$

U»

/0 /rj whether Monfieur willJlick to his boaJls,for Par-

blew! he cries, me mil Britain invade, but Monfieur

—-

—

x*a —U-Jr -
an

<fetf/f largely, deals largely, deals largely, but Monfieur

deals largely, andJibbing
1

s his trade, but Monfieur deals

HpSlllIlpilliii
largely, deals largely, deals largely, but Monfieur deals

—
1—1—

largely, andjibbings his trade*
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What fignifies all this confufion and pother,

Their routs and their marches from one place to to'ther,

Their tranfports to carry, their navies to fight

When learnt they thatFrenchmen bold Britons could fright.

We'll remind them (if haply their mem'ries are bad)

What drubbings and drefsings they formerly had,

When Britain's rous'd Lion ftretch'd forth his ftrong paw,

To the Gallic Baboon he could always give law.

Can ye Frenchmen forget (ftill as friends we'll addrefs ye)

The bailing ye got at Poi&iers and Crefsy ?

But mould ye reject this as quite an old (tory,

The fall of lad war is ftill recent before ye.

Crofs quickly the channel ! why all this delay,

We long to return you the vifit you pay,

In us you will find of poiitenefs no lack,

Will receive you fo well that you'll never go back.

What tho' the dull Spaniard has join'd the French frifkers,

His Donftiip will find we can pull his grave whifkers

:

The Havannah we'll put in our pockets again,

And blow both tile Bourbons quite out of the main,

t

I
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RALPH AND SUE.

S~S—r--S £— h-i

:|-i:xz=g:-e=::p^=^

Leave neighbours your work, and to/port and to play;

3%

/d7 taborfirike up and the village be gay, let the ta~

borfirike Up and the village be gay : no day through the

yearfnall more chearful be feen, for Ralph of the mill

i—>—*— i—w—i-

marries Sue of the green, for Ralph of the mill mbrrtes

.&g —ak

—

qgj.

r— ^^--[--p4r! j—; f——— 4—

::i:cz:^=i=r^ii=t:a=±;-^±

Sue of the green. I love Sue, and Sue loves me, and

fa

ivbile the wind blows, and while the mill goes, who'll

\)
—ts> 1

—

a
15

befo haj>{>y, fo happy as v:c?
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Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride,

Be marry'd to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd :

My body is ftout, and my heart is as found,

And my love, like my courage, will never give ground.

I love Sue, &c.

Let ladies ofJafhion the beft jointures wed,
And prudently take the beft bidders to bed

;

Such figning and fealing's no part of our .bias,

We fettle our hearts, and we feai with a kifs.

I love Sue, &c.

Tho* Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your beaus,

Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine clothes,

In nothing he'll follow the folks of high life,

Nor e'er turn his back on his friend, or his wife.

I love Ralph, &c.

While thus I am able to work at my mill,
' While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lies flill,

Our joys fhall continue, and ever be new,
And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue.

I love Sue, £sV.
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song xxxvn.

WHEN MORN HER SWEETS.

ipiitimilifili
fiee—cy clouds with gold, on tuft-ed green 0 let

liiigilifeilS
me play, and welcome up the jo—cund day. Wak'd

When morn herfweets jhalljirft unfold, and paint the

:z:£feg:i:§J

i
by the gen-tle voice of love, a-rife myfair, a—rife

and prove the dear delights fond lovers know, the befl ef

blejjings here be-low, the befl of blejfings here be-low.

To fome clear river's verdant fide,

Do thou my happy footfteps guide ;

In concert with the pmrling dream,

We'll fmg, and love flhall be the theme

:
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i'er night aflumes her gloomy reign,

When fhadows lengthen o'er the plain

;

We'll to the myrtle grove repair,

For peace and pleafure wait us there.

The laughing god there keeps jus court,

And little loves inceflant fport ;

™

Around the winning graces wait,

And calm contentment guards the feat.

There loft in cxtafies of joy,

While tendereft fcenes our thoughts employ,

We'll blefs the hour our loves begun,

The happy moment made us one.
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SONG XXXVIII.

HARK THE HORN.

•SF-jt 33E
iifor£^ Zwnz jfrww the valley how lively it peals, and

ii^giiiiiiiiFigli
beatsfrom the caverns around to the hills, howfweetly

<&6f repeat her own mocks, how melting the mur-

iiiigjiliiiirli^
mur that dies in the rocks. Each note is a warning to

join the career, each note is a warning to join the ca-

ft _ ___^_
:
^t:_ h

r^r, tf^J # f'gnal inviting the fun to appear, each

no-

#f ft

/<? ts a

mm •i* EE
:Ea—u—i

—

fgnal inviting theJ'un t$ appear.
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Behold in the eaft, the clouds fever'd with light,

How "glorious the profpecl: that burfts on the fight

;

A tumult of gladnefs plays round the warm heart,

And the fpirit of extacy throbs in each part

;

The air courts the fenfe as it fteals o'er the field,

Enrich'd with the fragrance-the^rofe-thickets yield.

On his rood the fhrill cock, early herald of morn,
Flaps his wings and proclaims the fun's welcome return.

The lark mounting lings, and the fweet-warbling thrum
Her dulcet fong carols from low hawthorn bum

:

For the op'ning the courfes impatiently pant,

And the deep-fcented hound longs the onfet to chant.

But fee from his covert, the fox flowly creep,

And fteal leering backward along the woods deep.

That holla proclaims him difcover'd ! he fees

Flight's the refuge remaining, and runs with the breeze

:

Away in purfuit !—we'll his veftages trace

And mix with the clamours that chorus the chace»
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SONG XXXIX.

AH WHY MUST WORDS.

Ah why mufh words myflame reveal, what needs my

fliilgilliiii&l
Damon bid me tell what all my acliom prove, what all

my adions prove. A blufh whene'er I meet his eye,

whene'er Ihear his name a figh betrays my fecret love,

- be—trays my fecret love.

In all their fports upon the plain

My eyes ftill fix'd on him remain,

And him alone approve

;

The reft unheeded, dance or play,

He fteals from all my praife away,

And can he doubt my love.

Whene'er we meet my looks confefs

The pleafures which my foul polfefs,

And all it's cares remove*
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Still, flill too fhort appears his flay,

I frame excafes for delay.

Can this be ought but love ?

Does any fpeak in Damon's praife,

How pleas'd am I with all he fays,

And ev'ry word approve ;

Is he defam'd, tho' but in jeft,

I feel refentment fire my bread,

Alas, becaufe I love.

But O what tortures tear my heart,

When I iufpeft his looks impart,

The lea ft defire to rove.

I hate the maid who gives me pain,

Yet him I drive to hate in vain,

For ah I that hate is love.

Then afk not words but read my eyes,

Believe my bluihes* truft my fighs.

All thefe my palTion prove

:

Words may deceive, may fpriug from art,

But the true language of my heart

To Damon mull be love.

K
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COME ROUSE BROTHER SPORTSMAN.

Come roufe brotherfportfman, the hunters all cry, we've

z~h: pjfeem —9—

1
[cent, we've got afirongfcent, we've got afirongfcent

m
and afavouring jky. The horn'sfprightly notes, and tht

lark's earlyfong will chide the dullfportfmanforJleep-

ingfo long, will chide

I
Wl11

f/j/^ //;<r JW/ fportfmanfor fleepingfo -long, will chide

the dullfport]man for fleeping fo long,



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 75

Bright Phoebus has (hewn us the glimpfe of his face,

Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace,

He foon will be up, for his dawn wears away,

And makes the fields blufh with the beams of his ray.

Sweet Molly may teaze you perhaps to lie down,
And if you refufe her perhaps me may frown,

But tell her fweet love mud to hunting give place,

For as well as her charms, there are charms in the chace.

Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I fpy,

At his brum nimbly follows brifk Chanter and Fly,

They feize on their prey, fee his eye-balls they roll,

We're in at the death, now return to the bowl.

There we'll fill up our glafTes, and toaft to the King.
From a bumper frefh loyalty ever will fpring,

To George peace and glory may heaven difpenfe,

And fox hunters fiourifli a thoufand years hence.

K ij
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THE LASS OF PEATIE's MILL.

The lafs of Peatie's mill fo bonny blyth and

SSI
gay, in fpite of all my Jkill, hathJlole my heart

away. When tedding of the hay, bare-head-ed on

HP

the green love midfi her locks did play, and wan-ton'

d

in her een.

Her arms, white, round, and fmooth ;

Breafts rifing in their dawn

;

To age it would give youth,

To prefs them with his hand.

Through all my'fpirits ran

An extafy of blifs,

When I fuch fweetnefs fand^

Wrapt in a balmy kifs.
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Without the help of art,

Like flow'rs which grace the wild,

Her fweets fhe did impart,

Whene'er fhe fpoke or fmii'd

Her looks, they were fo mild,

Free from affected pride,

She me to love beguil'd ;

I wifh'd her for my bride.

O ! had I all that wealth

Hoptouns high mountains fill,

In fur'd long life and health,

And pleafure at my will

;

I'd promife, and fulfil,

That none but bonny fhe,

The lafs of Peatie's mill,

Should (hare the fame with me.
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SONG XLII.

AWAY TO THE FIELD.

ly be-dapledforebodes afine day, the hounds are all

the chace, and carol aloud to be led to the chace. Then

hark in the morn to the call of the horn, and join with

ifs delights, the health-giving chace to purfue.
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How charming the fight, when Aurora firft dawns,

To fee the bright beagles fpread over the lawns -

f

To welcome the fan, now returning from reft,

There mattins they chant as they merrily queft.;

Then hark in the morn, &c.

But oh ! how each bofom with tranfport it fills,

To (tart juft as Phoebus peeps over the hills
;

While joyous -from valley to valley refounds

The fhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds.

Then hark jin the morn, isfc.

See how the brave hunters with courage elate,

Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate

;

Borne by their bold courfers, no danger they fear,

And give to the winds all vexation and care.

Then hark in the morn, &c.

Ye cits for the chace, quit the joys of the town,
And fcorn the dull pleafure of deeping in down

;

Uncertain your toil, or for honour, or wealth,

Ours ft ill is repaid with contentment and health.

Then hark in the morn, &c.
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SONG XLIII.

THE BLUSH OF AURORA.

lliippppSlii
The blujh of Au-ro-ra now tinges the morn, and dew-

drops be-fpangle thefweetfcented thorn; thenfound bro-

i 3B3
/^rfportfmanfound,found the gay horn* till Phozbvs a-

-e

—

*-

wakens the day, till Phzbus a—wakens the day : and fee

Sym.

1C

fl<w r^j-/ /«fplendor how bright! 10 Pe an!

lOPean for Phosbus 9 for Phoebus the god

"7 . Ci
s -

JZX-j ZJ.

^ delight, all glorious in beauty mw ba-nifh-es night

:
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then mount, boys, to horfe and away, to horfe and a—way,

to am^? away, a— -

mount beys, then mount boys, then mount

boys, then mount boys, to horfe and away.

What raptures can equal the joys of the chace !

Health, bloom, and contentment appear in each face,

And in our fwift courfers v/hat beauty and grace,

While we the fleet flag do purfue
\

While we, Isfc.

At the deep and harmonious fweet cry of the hounds,
Wing'd by terror, wing'd by terror,

Wing'd by terror, he burfts from the forefi's wide bounds,
And tho' like the light'ning he darts o'er the grounds,

Yet {till, boys, we keep him in view.

We keep him in view, we keep him in view, in view.

And tho* like the lightening, &c.

u
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When chac'd till quite fpent, he his life does refign,

Our vidim we'll offer at Bacchus's fhrine
j

And revel in honour of Nimrod divine,

That hunter fo mighty of fame,

That hunter, &c.
Our glafles then charge to our country and king,

Love and beauty ; love and beauty
;

Love and beauty we'll fill to, and jovially fmg

;

Wifhing health and fuccefs, till we make the houfe ring,

To all fportfmen and fons of the game.
And fons of the game \ and fons of the game ; the game

5

Wilhing health and fuccefs. &c.
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SONG XLIV.

THE BLATHRIE 0*T.

iiiiwi^iiiii
When I think on this warld's pelf and the little %v?

fliare I have o
9

t to my/elf, and hozvthe lafs that wants it

is by the lads forgot\ may theJhamefa* the gear and the

)

blathrie o't.

Jockie was the laddie that held the pleugh,

But now he's got gowd and gear eneugh

;

He thinks nae mair of me that wears the plaiden coat

;

May the mame, &c.

Jenny was the ladle that mucked the byre,

But now fhe is clad in her filken attire,

And Jockie fays he loes her, and fwears he's me forgot;

May the fhame, &c.

But all this mall never danton me,
Sae lang as I keep my fancy free

:

for the lad that's fae inconftant, he is not worth a groat;
" Mav the fliame, bV.

L ij
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SONG XLV.

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

ISlpjp^I^illiig
Thefun jujl glancing through the trees, gave light and

joy to ilk—a grove, andpleafure in eachfouthern breeze

a-wakend hope andJlumVring love. When 'Jennyfung

Hi
with hearty glee to charm her winfome marrow my bon-

ny laddie, gang wi' me, my bonny laddie, gang wi 9

me,

liiiipiiisiriii
we 9

11 o
9

er the braes of Tarrow, my bonny laddie, gang

xri
9

me, we'll o'er the braes of Tarrow3 we
9

11 o'er the
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braes of Yarrow, we'll o'er the braes of Yarrow, my

bonny laddie gang wi' me, we'll o'er the braes of

Tarrow.

Young Sandy was the blytheft fwain

That ever pip'd on bonny brae

;

Nae lafs could ken him free fi ae pain,

Sae graceful, kind, fae fair and gay.

And Jenny fung, &tV.

He kifs'd and lov'd the bonny maid,
Her fparkling een had won his heart,

No lafs the youth had e'er betray'd

:

No fear had lhe, the lad no art.

And Jenny fung,
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SONG XLVI.

EVERY MAN TAKE HIS GLASS.

iHplliliiiil^
Evry man take his glafs in his hand, and drink a good

health to our king : many years may he rule o
9
er this land;

may his laurels for everfrejh fpring, let wrangling and

janglingJlraightway ceafe ; let every manJlrivefor his

-fcr

£—3=*—?s—±-—fc-tf—e^-1—
country's peace; neither tory nor whig, with their far-

1^ , ft—mi-r-A —^»t-|—I—n

ties look big: here's a health to all honejl men.

'Tis not owning a whimfical name
That proves a man loyal and jufl:

:

Let him right for his country's fame

;

Be impartial at home, if in truft.
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*Tis this that proves him an honeft foul

:

His health we'll drink in a brim-full bowl.

Then let's leave off debate,

No confufion create

;

Here's a health to all honeft men.

When a company's honeftly met,

With intent to be merry and gay,

Their drooping fpirits to whet,

And drown the fatigues of the day—
What madnefs is it thus to difpute,

When neither fide can his man confute ?

When you've faid what you dare,

You're but juft where you were.

Here's a health to all honeft men.

Then agree, ye true Britons, agree,

And ne'er quarrel about a nick-name

;

Let your enemies trembling fee

'That a Briton is always the fame.

For our king our laws, our church, our ri.

Let's lay by all feuds, and ftraight unite :

Then who need care a fig

Who's a tory or a whig ?

Here's a health to ajl honeft men,
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SONG XLVII.

NOBODY.

If toforce me tofing, it be your intention, fome one I

'"ipintimiiii^i
will hint at, yet nobody mention, nobody you'll cry, pfhaw,

3d

that mujl be fluff, at Jinging I'm no-bo-dy, that's the

Jirfi proof. No, no-bo-dy, no* no-bo-dy, no-bo-dy, nobody.

nobody\ no.

Nobody's a name every body will own,

When fomething they ought to be amam'd of have done ;

'Tis a name well applied to old maids and young bear

What they were intended for nobody know^.

No, nobody, &c.

If negligent fervants fhould china-plate crack.

The fault is ftill laid on poor nobody's back
\

If accidents happen at home or abroad,

When nobody's blam'd for it, is not that odd ?

No, nobody, &VS
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Nobody can tell you the tricks that are play'd,

When nobody's by, betwixt matter and maid

:

She gently crys out, Sir, there'll fome body hear us,x

He foftly replies, my dear, no body's near us.

No, no body,

But big with child proving, {he's quickly difcarded.

When favours are granted, nobody's rewarded

;

And when ihe's examined, crys, mortals, forbid it.

If I'm got with child, it was nobody did it.

No, nobodv, &c>

When by ftealth, the gallant, the wanton wife leaves,

The hufband's afFrighten'd, and thinks it is threves

;

He roufes himfelf, and crys loudly Who's there ?

The wife pats his cheek, and fays, nobody, dear.

No, nobody, l?fc>

Enough now of nobody, fure has been fung,

Since nobody's mention'd, nor nobody's wrong'd j

I hope for free fpeaking, I may not be blam'd,

Since nobody's injur'd, nor nobody's nam*d.
No, nobody, &c*

M
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SONG XLVIIL

HAPPY DICK.

uncommon, haveferved the girls this tri

ck andweded an old wo—man,

Happy Dick!

Each belle condemns the choice

Of a youth fo gay and fprightly

;

But we, your friends, rejoice,

That you have judg'd lb rightly

:

Happy Dick

!

Though odd to fome it founds,

That on threefcore you ventur'd,

Yet in ten thoufand pounds
Ten thoufand charms are center'd

:

Happy Dick

!

Beauty, we know, will fade,

As doth the fliort liv'd hour

:
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Nor can the fairefl maid

lnfure her bloom an hour :

Happy Dick

!

Then wifely you refign,

For fixty, charms fo tranfient

;

As the curious value coin

The more for being ancient

:

Happy Dick

!

With joy your fpoufe mail fee

The fading beauties round her,

And me herfelf (till be

The fame that firft you found her :

Happy Dick

!

Oft is the married flate

With jealoufies attended

;

And hence, through foul debate,

Are nuptial joys fufpended :

Happy Dick

!

But you, with fuch a wife,

No jealous fears are under
;

She's yours alone for life,

Or much we all mail wonder

:

Happy Dick

!

Her death would grieve you fore,

But let not that torment you

;

My life (he'll fee fourfcore,

If that will but content you:
Happy Dick!

On this you may rely,

For the pains you took to win her,

She'll ne'er in child-bed die,

Unlefs the d—l's in her :

Happy Dick

!

M 2
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Some have the name of hell

To matrimony given

:

How falfely you can tell,

Who find it fuch a heaven :

Happy Dick

!

With you each day and night

Is crown'd with joy and gladnefs

;

While envious virgins bite

Their heated meets for madnefs :

Happy Dick

!

With fpoufe long (hare the blifs

Y'had mhVd in any other

;

And when you've bury'd this,

May you have fuch another

:

Happy Dick

!

Obferving hence, by you,

In marriage fuch decorum,

Our wifer youth mall do

As you have done before 'em

:

Happy Dick

!
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SONG XLIX.

HOW STANDS THE GLASS AROUND ?

£13 FT
-3

HowJlands the glafs around?forJhame! ye take no care

— i— 1—
•
— —

-

my boys, howJlands the glafs around? let mirth and wine

ipiiiiliiiiiiiil
£l—bound. The trum>-petsfound, the colours they are

flying, boys, tofight, kill, or wound, may weJlill befounci

content with our hardfate, my boys, on the cold ground.

Why, foldiers, why,
Shou'd we be melancholy, boys ?

Why, foldiers, why ?

Whofe bufinefs 'tis to die

!

What, fighing ? fie

!

Don't fear, drink on, be jolly, boys

!

'Tis he, you, or I

!

Cold, hot, wet, or dry,

We're always bound to follow, boys,

And fcorn to fly !
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'Tis but in vain,

—

I mean not to upbraid you, boys,—
3
Tis but in vain

For foldiers to complain,

Should next campaign
Send us to him who made us, boys,

We're free from pain

!

But if we remain,

A bottle and kind landlady

Cure all again.

SONG L.

FIDELE's TOMB.

and riffle all the breath-ing faring.

No wailing ghoft fhall dare appear,

To vex with fhrieks this quiet grove;

But fhephcrd lads afferable here,

And tender virgins own their leve.

No with er'd witch fhall here be feeh,

No goblins lead their nightly crew;
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But female fays (hall haunt the green,

And deck thy grave with pearly dew.

The red-breaft oft at evening hours,

Shall kindly lend it's little aid,

With hoary mofs and gather'd flow'rs,

To deck the ground where thou art laid.

When howling winds and beating rain,

In tempeft make the Sylvian cell,

Or midft the chace upon the plain,

The tender thought on thee mall dwell,

Each lonely fcene mall thee reftorc,

For thee the tear be daily fhed.

Belov'd till life could charm no more,

And mourn'd till pity's felf is dead.

V
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SONG LI.

DONNEL AND FLORA.

JF#£72 flurry hearts were gay, carelefs of ought but play,

poor Floraflipt away, fad'ning to Mora, loofefow'd her

coal-black hair, quick heav'd her bofom bare, and thus

to the troubled airjhe vented herfurrow*

Loud howls the northern blaft,

Bleak is the dreary wafte ;

—

Hafte then, O Donnel hafte,

" Hafte to thy Flora.

Twice twelve long months are o'er,

Since in a foreign more,
You promis'd to fight no more,
" But meet me in Mora.

" Where now is Donnel dear ?

" Maids cry with taunting fneer,

Say, is he (till fmcere

To his lov'd Flora.
c< Parents upbraid my moan,

Each heart is turn'd to ftone

—

1

" Ah Flora ! thou'rt now alone,
" Friendlefs in Mora.

" Come, then, O come away,
" Donnel no longer ftay -

7



Vocal enchantress*

" Where can my rover ftray

" From his dear Flora.
u Ah fure he ne'er could be
" Falfe to his vo\Vs to me.
M O heav'n, is not yonder he

" Bounding in Mora."

* c Never, O wretched fair/'

(Sigh'd the fad meflenger)
" Never mail Donnel rriair

" Meet his lov'd Flora.

" Cold, cold beyond the main
66 Donnel thy love lies flain

;

" He fent me to fedthe thy pain
" Weeping in Mora.

6< Well fought cur gallant men,
" Headed by brave Burgoyne

;

" Our heroes were tnrice led on
" To Britifh glory.

<c But ah ! tho* our foes did flee*

<c Sad was the lefs to thee,
* c While every frefh victory

" Drown'd us in farrow*"

" Here, take this trufty blade,
0

(Donnel expiring, faid)

" Give it to yon dear maid
" Weeping in Mora.

* Tell her, O Allan, tell,

" Donnel thus bravely fell,

" And that in his lad farewell,

" He thought on his Flora."

Mute flood the trembling fair,

Speechlefs with wild defpair.

Then ftriking her bofom bare,

Sigh'd out " Poor Flora

!

« Oh Donnel! O weliaday !"

Was all the fond heart could fay

:

« At length the found died away,

Feebly in Mora.
N
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THE BANKS OF THE DEE,

:fi:±:f

'Twasfummer andfoftly the breezes were blowings and

-n-
fweetly the nightingaleJungfrom the tree, at thefoot of

mmmmmmm
a rock where the river was flowing, Ifat myfelf down

on the banks of the Dee. Flow on lovely Dee flow on

-o p, ^_

/Zwftyitw/ r/i/dr,
//fy

banks, pureflfireon floall be dear to

ever; for there Ijirfl gain'a the affcclion andfavour

of ^famie the glory and pride of the Dee,
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Bur now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning,

To quell the proud rebels for valiant is he

;

And ah! there's no hopes of his fpeedy returning,

To wander again on the Banks of the Dee.

He's gone, haplefs youth ! o'er the loud roaring billows

;

The kin deft and fweeteft of all the gay fellows

;

And left me to ftray 'mongft the once loved willows,

The lonelieft maid on the banks of the Dee.

But time and my prayers, may perhaps yet reftore him,

Bleft peace may reftore my dear mepherd to me

;

And when he returns, with fuch care I'll watch o'er him;

He never mail leave the fweet Banks of the Dee.

The Dee then mall flow, all it's beauties difplaying
j

The lambs on it's banks mail again be feen playing
j

While I, with my Jamie, am carelefsly ftraying,

And tailing again all the fwcets of the Dee.

ADDITIONS BY A LADY.

THUS fung the fair maid on the banks of the river,

And fweetly re-echo'd each neighbouring tree
\

But now all thefe hopes muft evanifn for ever,

Since Jamie mail ne'er fee the Banks of the Dee.

On a foreign more the fweet youth lay dying,

In a foreign grave his body's now lying

;

While friends and acquaintance in Scotland are crying

For Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee.

Mis-hap on the hand by whom he was wounded

;

Mis-hap on the wars that calPd him away
From a circle of friends by which he was furrounded.,

Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day.

Oh ! poor haplefs maid, who mGiirns difcontented^

The lofs of a lover fo juftly lamented

;

By time, only time, can her grief be contented,

And all her dull hours become chearfui and gay.

N %
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'Twas honour and braverymade him leave her mourning,

From unjufl: rebellion his country to free

;

He left her, in hopes of his fpeedy returning

To wander again on the Banks of the Dee.

For this he deipifed all dangers and perils

;

'Twas thus he efpoufed Britannia's quarrels,

That when he came home he might crown her with laurek,

The happieft maid on the Banks of the Dee.

But fate had determin'd his fall to be glorious,

Though dreadful the thought mufi be unto me

;

He fell like brave Wolf where the troops were victorious,

Sure each tender heart muft bewail the decree:

Yet, though he is gone, the once faithful lover,

And all our fine fchemes of true happinefs over,

No doubt he implored his pity and favour

For me he had left on the Banks of the Dee,
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Not too fad

SONG LIII.

SONGS OF SHEPHERDS

I

Songs ofJhepherds in rujlical roundelays ,
formed infan-

i^ippgiplilp
ry, vwijtl'd on reeds

,fung to folace young nymphs

upon holidays, are too unworthy for wonderful deeds-.

—

-

r-P—mm —&—

'

Sottijh Silenus to Phczbus the genius wasfent by dame

Venus 9 afong toprepare^ inphrafe nicely coind, and verfe

quite refined, how theflates divine hunted the hare*

Stars quite tired with paflimes Olympical,

Stars and planets that beautiful (hone,

Could no longer endure that men only fhould

Revel in pleafures, and they but look on.

Round about horned Lucina they fwarmed,
And quickly inform'd her how minded they were^
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Each god and gcddefs to take human bodies,

As lords and ladies to follow the hare.

Chafre Diana applauded the motion,

And pale Proferpina fat down in her place,

To guide the welkin, and govern the ocean,

While Dian conducted her nephews in chace.

By her example, their father to trample,

The earth old and ample, they foon leave the air

:

Neptune the water, and wine Liber pater,

And Mars the Slaughter, to follow the hare.

Young god Cupid was mounted on Pegafus,

Borrow'd o* the mufes with khTes and prayers

;

Stern Alcides upon cloudy Caucafus

Mounted a centaur that proudly him bears.

The pofliiion of the Iky, light-heeled fir Mercury,
Made his fwift courfer fly fleet as the air

;

While tuneful Apollo the paftime did follow,

To whoop and to hollow, boys, after the hare.

Drowned Narciffus,. from his metamcrphofis

Rous'd by Echo, new' manhood did take.

Snoring Somnus upftarted from Cim'ries

:

Before for a thoufand years he did not wake.

There was lame club-footed Mulcibcr booted

;

And Pan, too, promoted on Corydon's mare.

JEolus flouted ; with mirth Momus fhouted
;

While wife Pallas pouted, yet follow'd the hare.

Grave Hymen ufhers in lady Aflrea.

The humour took hold of Latona the cold.

Ceres the brown, too, with bright Cytherea,

And Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold ;

Shamefac'd Aurora, with witty Pandora,

And Maria with Flora did company bear

;

But Juno was ftated ^oo high to be mated,

Although, Sir, meTiated not hunting the hare-.
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Three brown bowls of Olympical nectar

The Troy-born boy now prefent3 on his knee

;

Jove to Phcebus now caroufes in nectar,

And Phcebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me:

Wherewith infufed, I piped and mufed,

In language unufed, their fports to declare,

Till the vaft houfe of Jove like the bright fpheres did move.

Here's a health, then, to all that love hunting the hare.

SONG LTV.

SINCE THERE'S SO SMALL DIFFERENCE.

Since there*'s fo /mail difference
9
tw:xt drowning and

drinking^ we*11 tipple and fray ioc, tike marinersJinking,

While they drinkfait water, we'llpledge them in wine0 and

giliilil^iilii
pay cur devotion at Baccbus's /brine. Ob! Ba:ebi/t, g~c~i

Barthus, fir ever defend us, end plentiful/tore ofgood

_'Mt
~

1—

T

Burgundyfend its*
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SONG LV.

DO. YOU HEAR BROTHER SPORTSMAN,

Do you hear brotherfportfman, thefound of the hort^

Sym.
*—\—IJJ^-,

tftfi jff f£?y^ff/ pleafure decline ? ForJJjame, roufe

—xtr^ C-*-6 j

yourfenfes, and e'er it be morn, with me thefweet me-lo-dy

n
m

* j^L

F—LssWwkat-l L bMb»»H-LLbim!

—

jww, tftf /A*yictftf me-Io~dy join.

27W rf/z<f /fo valley, how the traitor we*II rally 9

war j#/7 A/w //// panting he lies, nor quit him till panting

//Vj, While hounds in full cry, thro* hedges foalljl\\
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'5 "—£5 f— 1

—
"Er

cAacf fi&tf //"/ £«r? 4* o7?.r, ant/ chace thefivift

jfor* till he dies.

Then faddle your deed, to the meadows and fields.

Both willing and joyous repair
;

No paftime in life greater happinefs yields,

Than chacing the fox or the hare.

Such comforts my friend,

On the fportfman attend.

No pleafure like hunting is found

;

For when it is o'er,

As 1wifk as before,

Nsxt morning we fpura up the ground,
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SONG LVL

FAL DE RAL TiT.

9 Twas I learnt a prettyfong in France, and I brought it

—I-

T

=:bb=:

o'er thefea by chance; and then inswapping I did dance,

Oh the like was neverfeen,for I made the mujic loudfor

igilllUliili
to play, allfor to pafs the dull hours away, and when I

had nothing leftfor tofay, then Ifung Fal ae ral tit, tit

-J>

- *-\—j

fal de ral, titfal de ray, then Ifung fal de ral tit, then

wefungfal de ral fit.
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As I was walking down Thames flreet,

A fhip mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet,

And I was refolv'd him for to treat,

With a cann of grog, gillio !

A cann of grog they brought us ftrait,

All for to pleafure my fhip mate,

And fatisfaclion give him ftrait,

Then I fung Fal de ral tit, Efc.

The macaronies next came in,

All dreft fo neat, and look'd lb trim,

And thinking for to ftrike me dum,
There was half a fcore or more.

Some was fhort, and fome was tall,

But 'tis very well known that I lick'd them all,

For I dous'd their heads againft the wall,

Then I fung Fal de ral tit, feV.

The landlord then aloud did fay,

As how he wiuYd I wou'd go away -

7

And if I 'tempted for to flay,

As how he'd take the law.

Lord d—me, fays I, you may do your word,
For I've not fcarcely quench'd my thirft,

All this I faid, and nothing worfe,

Then I fung Fal de ral tit, &c.

It's when I've croft the raging main,
Amd be come back to Old England again,

Bringing home plenty of gold from Spain,
Of grog I'll dring galore

;

"With a pretty girl for to fit by my fide,

And for her coftiy robes I'll provide,

So that fhe mall be fatisfied,

Then I'll fing Fal de ral tit, &rV.

O 2
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SONG LVII.

HIGHLAND QUEEN.

No more my Jong fnall be9 yeJwains^ of purUing

Jlrearns 9
orfiow\ry plains ; more pleafing beauties now in-

T-p-T-m rT-3-~rS-irH -r-H £

fpire* and Phabus tunes the warbling lyre; divinely aid-

ed9
thus I mean to ce—le—brate to ce—le—brate my

mm
Highland S^ueen.

In her, fweet innocence you'll find,

"With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd;

From pride and affectation free,

Alike Hie fmiles on you and me,
The brighteft nymph that trips the green,

I do pronounce my Highland Queen,
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No fordid wifb, or trifling joy,

Her fettled calm of mind deftroy
;

Strict honour fills her fpotlefs foul,

And adds a luftre to the whole

;

A matchlefs lhape a graceful mem*
All center in my Highland Queen.

How blefl: that youth, whom gentle Fats

Has deftin'd for fo fair a mate
;

Has all thefe wond'rous gifts in ftore,

And each returning day brings more :

No youth fo happy can be feen,

PolTeffing thee, my Highland Queen.
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SONG LVIIL

QUEEN MARY's LAMENTATION.

i^liiiiiipiiiipl
/ figh and lament me in vain, thefe walls can but

^

—

cho my moan, a—las it increafes my pain, when

iiPlpppilipiip
I think of the days' that are gone, thre' the grate cf

my prifon, I fee the birds as they ^wanton in air, my

heart how it pants to befree, my looks they are wild

with de—fpair.

Above tho' oppreft by my fate,

I burn with contempt for my foes,,

Tho* fortune has alter'd my (late

She ne'er can fubdue me to thofe

;
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Falfe woman in ages to come,
Thy malice detefted mall be

And when we are cold in the tomb
Some heart ftill will forrow for me*

Ye roofs where cold damps and difmay,

With (ilence and folitude dwell,

How comfortlefs pafTes the day,

How fad tolls the evening bell

;

The owls from the battlements cry,

Hollow wind feems to murmur around
3

O Mary, prepare thee to die,

My blood it runs cold at the found,

V
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SONG LIX.

QUEEN MARY's FAREWELL TO FRANCE,

0! thou lov'd country, where my youth was/pent, dear

~9

golden days allpajlinfweet content , where thefair morn*

Hi fct

ing of my clouded day Jhone mildly bright, and tempe~

^P!l|TTf7^1fff^^§
rately gay, dear France, adieu, a long andfadfarewell;

^
i

thought can image^ and no tongue can tell, the pangs

/ feel at that drear wordfarewell

!

The fiiip that wafts me from my friendly more,

Conveys my body, but conveys no more.

My foul is thine, that fpark of heav'nly flame,

That better portion of my mingled frame,

Is wholy thine, that part I give to thee,

That in the temple of thy memory,
£

The other ever may enfhrined be. j



Vocal enchantress,

SONG LX.

OSCAR's GHOST.

ftay my lovely Ofcar^ftay.

Wake Offian, laft of Fingal's line,

And mix thy tears and fighs with mine.

Awake the Harp to doleful lays,

And foothe my foul with Ofear's praife.

The Shell is ceas'd in Ofcar's Hailj

Since gloomy Kerbar wrought the fall 3

The Roe on Morven lightly bounds,

Nor; hears the cry of Ofcar's hounds,
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SONG LXL

JOHN O'BADENYOK.

"Whenfirfi I came to be a man, of twenty years or fo, I

i: £—
tbought myfelf a handfome youth , andfain the world would

9 9

w *— <s
tz:a

to^, /» beji attire IJiept abroad, withfpirits brifk and

gay, and here and there, and ev'ry where, was like a morn

ft fftl ft
[ t~7— —

in May. No care I had, norfear of want, but rambled

up and down, andfor a beau I might have pafs'd, in

country or in town; IJlill was pleas'd where'er I went, and
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£5 #-

/ was alone^ I turfd my pipe, andpleas'd myfell w?

'John 0'Badenyon.

Now in the days of youthful prime,

A miftrefs 1 muft find

;

For love they fay, gives one an air,

And even improves the mind :

On Phil! is fair, above the reft,

Kind fortune fiVd my eyes,

Her piercing beauty ftruck my heart,

And (he became my choice :

To Cupid then, with hearty pray'r,

I orYer'd many vow,
Anddanc'd, and fung, and figh'd and fwore.

As other lovers do :

But when at lad I breath'd my flame,

I found her cold as ftone

;

I left the girl, and tun'd my pipe

To John of Badenyon.

When love had thus my hcart'beguil'd.

With foolifh hopes and vain,

To friendfhip's port I fteer'd my courfe*

And laugh'd at lovers' pain

;

A friend I got by lucky chance,

'Twas fomething like divine

;

An honed friend's a precious gift,

And fuch a gift was mine

:

And now whatever might betide,

A happy man was I,

In any ftrait I knew to whom
I freely might apply

:

P 2
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A ftrait foon came, my friend ] try'd,

He laugh'd and fpurn'd my moan 5

I hy'd me home, and pleas'd myfelf

With John of Badenycn.

I thought I mould be wifer next,

And would a patriot turn
;

Began to doat on Johnny Wilkes,
And cry up Parfon-Horne

:

Their noble fpirit I admir'd,

And prais'd their manly zeal,

Who had with flaming tongue and pen,

Maintain'd the public weal
j

But 'ere a month or two was paft,

I found myfelf betray'd ;
sTwas felf and party after all,

For all the ftir they made.
At lafl I faw thefe factious knaves

Infult the very throne

;

I curs'd them all, and tun'd my pipe

To John of Badenyon.

What next to do T mus'd a while,

Still hoping to fucceed,

I pitch'd on books for company,

And gravely try'd to read
;

I bought and borrow'd ev'ry where,

And ftudy'd night and day

;

Nor mid what dean or doctor wrote^

That happen'd in my way :

Philofophy I now efleem'd

The ornament of youth,

And carefully, thro* many a page,

I hunted after truth :

A thoufand various fchemes I try'd,

And yet was pleas'd with none :

I threw them by, and tun'd my pipe

To John of Badenyon,
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And now, ye youngfters, every where,

Who want to make a fhow,

Take heed in time, nor vainly hope
For happinefs below ;

What you may fancy pleafure here,

Is but an empty name

;

For girls, and friends, and books are lb,

You'll find them all the fame.

Then be advis'd. and warning take,

From fuch a man as me

;

I'm neither Pope nor Cardinal,

Nor one of low degree,

You'll find difpleafure ev'ry where :

Then do as I have done,

E'en tune your pipe, and plcafe yourfell

With John of Badenyon.
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SONG LXII.

RIAGGY's TOCHER.

The meal was dearJhortfyne, ive buckled us a the githery

I^J».IWB_

.— ySE^——f^,—
,*>! P

Maggy was juji in her prune when Willy made court-

Jhip till her* Twapiftols charged beguefs to gie the court-

A
£|z:pzJ:T=:pz=:Pzr^-

ingfoot^andfyne came ben the lafs w?fwats drawn frae
'

jl

±.
i

I

—

the butt. He firjl/peered at the guidman, andfyne at

Giles the mither, an ye wad gie's a bit land, wi'd buckle

iiipil
us e'en the githen
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My doughter ye {hall hae,

I'll gi' you her by the hand .

But I'll part \vi* my wife by my fae,

Or I part wi' my land.

Your tocher it mall be good,

There's nane fall hae it's maik,

The lafs bound in her mood,
And Crummie wha kens her flake

;

With an auld bedden o* claiths
5

Was left me by my mither,

They're jet black o'er wi' flaes,

Ye may cuddle in them the gither-

Ye fpeak right well guidman,
But ye maun mend your hand,

And think o' modefty,

Gin ye'll not quat your land :

We are but young ye ken.

And now we're gawn the gither

:

A houfe is but and ben,

And Crummie v/ill want her fother,

The bairns are coming on,

And they'll cry, O their mither
1

We have nouther pat nor pan,

But four bare legs the gither,

Your tocher's be good enough
For that you need nae fear 3

Twa good (tilts to the pleugfc,

And ye yourfell mzun fteer :

Ye (hall hae twa gc'od pocks

That ane's were o' the tweel.

The t'ane to had the grots.

The ither to had the meal

;

With an auld kid made of wands,
And that fall be your coffer

;

Wi' aiken woody bands,

And that may had your tocher.
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Confider well guidman,

We hae but borrowed gear,

The horfe that 1 ride on
Is Sandy Wilfon's mare :

The faddle's nane of my ain

:

And thae's but borrowed boots*

And when that I gae hame,
I maun tak to my koots :

The cloak is Geordy Watt's,

That gars me look fae croufe
$

Come fill us a cogue of fwats,

We'll make nae mair toom rufe*

I like you well young lad,

For telling me fae plain.

I married when little I had

O' gear that was my ain :

But fyne that things are fae,

The bride (he maun come furth,

Tho* a' the gear (he'll hae,

It'll be but little worth.

A bargain it maun be,

Fy cry on Giles the mither

:

Content am I quo' fhe,

E'en gar the hifTy come hither*

The bride me gade till her bed,

The bridgroom he came till her;

The fidler crap in at the fit,

And they cuddl'd it a* the gitber*
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SONG LXIIL

THE GRAY COCK.

0 faw ye my father, ofjaw ye my mother , orfaw

ye my true love John? I faw not your father, I

faw not your mother, but Ifaw your true love John*

Up Johnny rofe, and to the door he goes,

And gently tirled the pin*

The laffie taking tent, unto the door (he went.

And Ihe open'd and let him in.

Flee up, flee up, my bonny gray cock,

And craw when it is day
;

Your neck lhall be like the bonny beaten gold,

And your wings of the lilver gray*

The cock prov'd falfe, and untrue he was,

For he crew an hour o'er foon.

The laffie thought it day when Ihe fent her love away?

And it was but a blink of the moon.

O
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SONG LXIV.

WHEN ONCE THE GODS.

When once the gods like us below\ to keep it up defign,

their goblets withfrejh neclarfiow, 'which makes them

> 1 4— E

iTZor^ divine. Since drinking de-i—fies thefoul, let's pujh

£—fow/ flowing bowl,fince drinking de—i—fies

-r-4-.

thefoul let's pujh about theflowing bowl. A flow- - - -

- - - - ing bowl, A flow ing bowl,fnee

drinking de-i-fes thefoul, let's pujh about theflowing bowl.
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The glittering ftar and ribbon blue,

That deck the courtier's bread,

May hide a heart of blacked hue,

Though by the king carefs'd.

Let him in pride and fplendor roll

;

We'er happier o'er a flowing bowl.

A flowing bowl,

For liberty let patriots rave,

And damn the courtly crew,

Becaufe, .like them, they want to have

The loaves and fifhes too.

I care not who divides the cole,

So I can fhare a flowing bowl.

A flowing bowl, &c.

Let Mansfield Lord-chief-juftice be,

Sir Fletcher fpeaker ftill

;

At home let Rodney rule the fea,

And Pitt the treafury ftill

:

No place I want, throughout the whole,

I want an ever-flowing, bowl.

A flowing bowl, l°?c.

The fon wants fquare-toes at old Nick,
And mifs is mad to wed

;

The doctor wants us to be lick

;

The undertaker dead.

All have their wants from pole to pole

;

I want an ever-flowing bowl.

A flowing bowl, &c.
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SONG LXV.

O GREEDY MIDAS.

EE

0 greedy Midas, Vve been told, that what you touch

you turn to gold, that what you touch you turn to gold.

0 had I but a pow'r like thine, 0 had I but apow'r

like thine, Td tu-

—w*—r-£5
rn, Yd turn whatever I touch to wine. Yd turn

whatever I track to wine.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Each purling flream fhou'd feel my force.

Each fifti my fatal power mourn,
Each fifli, &fr.

And wond'ring at the mighty change^

And wond'ring, &c.
Shou'd in their native regions burn,

ohou'd in, &c.

Nor fhou'd there any dare t' approach

Unto my mantling fparkling ihrine,

Unto my, Esfr.

But firft fhou'd pay their vows to me,
But firft, &c.

And ftile me only god of wine,

Andftyle, &c.
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SONG LXVI.

THE GABERLUNZIE MAN.

eens and days to me, faying goodwife, for your cour-te-

$uuldy the carle was wat, and down ayont the ingle be

fat; my daughter's Jhoulders he gan to clap^ andcadgily

$adgUly ranted andJang*
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O vow ! quo* he, were I as free,

As firft when I faw this country,

How blyth and merry wad I be !

And 1 wad never think lang.

He grew canty, and me grew fain

;

But little did her auld minny ken
What thir flee twa together were fay'ng,

When wooing they were fae thrang.

And O ! quo' he, ann ye were as black

As e'er the crown of my dady's hat,

'Tis 1 wad lay thee by my back,

And awa' wi' me thou fhou'd gan^.

And O ! quo* me, ann I were as white,

As e'er the fnaw lay on the dike,

I'd dead me braw and lady-like,

And awa' wi' thee I would gang,

Between the twa was made a plot

;

They raife a wee before the cock,

And wilily they mot the lock,

And faft to the bent are they gane.

Up in the morn the auld wife raife.

And at her leifure put on her claife -

p

Syne to the fervants bed fhe gaes,

To fpeer for the filly poor man.

She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay,

The ftrae was cauld, he was away,

She calpt her hands, cry'd, walladay

!

For fome of our gear will be gane.

Some ran to coffers, and fome to kills,

But nought was flown that cou'd be mifl:,

She danc'd her lane, cry'd praiie be bleft!

I have lodg'd a leal poor man.

Since naething's awa', as we can learn,

The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn,

Gae butt the houfe, lafs, and waken my bairn

And bid her come quickly ben.
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The fervant gade where the daughter lay*

The meets was cauld, fhe was away,

And fafl: to her goodwife did fay,

She's aff wi the gaberlunzie-man.

O fy gar ride and fy gar rin,

And hafte ye find thefe traytors again
j

For (he's be burnt, and he's be flain,

The wearifu' gaberlunzie-man*

Some rade upo' horfe, fome ran a foot,

The wife was wood, and out o' her wit 5

She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd fhe fit,

But ay fhe curs'd and fhe bann'd.

Mean time far hind out o'er the lee,

Fu* fnug in a glen where nane could fee,

The twa with kindly fport and glee,

Cut fra a new cheefe a whang

:

The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith>

To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith,

Quo' fhe to leave thee I will be laith,

My winfom gaberlunzie-man.

O kend my minny I were wi' you,

Ill-fardly wad fhe crook her mou',

Sic a poor man fhe'd never trow,

After the gaberlunzie-man.

My dear, quo* he, ye're yet o'er young*

And ha* nae learn'd the beggars tongue.,.

To follow me frae town to town,

And carry the gaberlunzie on.

Wi' cauk and keel I'll win your bread,

And fpindles and whorles for them wha need,

Whilk is a gentle trade indeed,

To carry the gaberlunzie on.

I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee,

And draw a black clout o'er my eye,

A cripple or blind they will ca' me,
While we flull be merry and fing*

/
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i3i

SONG LXVII.

TWINE WEEL THE PLAIDEN.

0 1 hae loft my fiikenfnood, that tied my hair

P4
fo yel-low, I've gien my heart to the lad I

rr==rf==B3

/oW, Ztf was a gallant fellow. And twine it weel

my bonny dow, and twine it weel the plaiden, the lajfis

loft her fiiken fnood in pu
y

ing of the brashen*

He prais'd my e'en fae bonny blue,

Sae iilly white my Ikin, O,
And fyne he prie'd my bonny mou%
And fwore it was nae fin, O.

And twine it weel, my bonny dow,
And twine it wee! the plaiden 5

The laflie loft her fiiken fnood 3

In pu'ing of the bracken,

R



13° CALLIOPE : OR T HI

But he has left the lafs he loo'd,

His ain true love forfaken,

Which gars me fair to greet the fnood,

I loft among the bracken.

And twine it weel, my bonny dow,
And twine it weel the plaiden

;

The lailie loft her filken mood,
In pu'ing of the bracken.

SONG LXVIIL

GALLANT SAILOR.

*LI—

~

GallantJailor, oft you told me that you'd ne'ver leave

your love. To your vows 1 now muft hold you, note's

the time your love to prove > to your vows I now muft hold

i

you9 how's the time your love to prove.

Sailor,
Is not Britain's flag degraded,

Have not Frenchmen bravM our fleet I

How can failors live upbraided,

[While the Frenchmen dare to meet 5
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How can failors live upbraided,

While the Frenchmen dare to meet.

Nan.
Hear me, gallant failor, hear me,
While your country has a foe,

He is mine too, never fear me,
I may weep but you mull go ^

I may weep, I may weep,

I may weep, but you mall go.

N
Sailor.

Though this flow'ry feafon woes you
To the peaceful fports of May,
And love fighs fo long to loofe you,

Love to glory mail give way

;

Love to glory, love to glory,

Love to glory, mud give way.

Can the fons of Britain fail her,

While her daughters are fo true ;

Your foft courage mufl avail her,

We love honour loving you

;

We love honour, we love honour,

We love honour loving you.

Boatswain.
War and danger now invite us,

Blow ye winds, aufpicious blow ;

Ev'ry gale will mod delight us,

That can waft us to the foe

;

Fv'ry gale will moll delight us,

That can waft us to the foe.

R ij



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG LXIX.

WILLY WAS A WANTON WAG.

Willy was a wanton wag, the blytheft lad that e'er I

faw, at bridalsJlill he bore the brag^ and carried ay the

gree awa. His doublet was of ZetlandJhag, and vow!

but Willy he was braw ; at his fhoidder hang a tag that

2d Ver.

-pleased the lajfes bejl of a\ tie was a man

He was a man without a clag,

His heart was frank without a' flaw

And ay whatever Willy faid,

It was ftill hadden as a law.

His boots they were made of the jag,

When he went to the weapon-maw
Upon the green nane durft him brag

The fiend a ane amang them a*.
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And was not Willy well worth gowd,

He wan the love of great and una'
y

For after he the bride had kifs'd,

He kifs'd the la(fes hale-fale a'.

Sae merrily round the ring they row'd,

When by the hand he led them a',

And frnack on fmack on them beftow'd,

By virtue of a (landing law.

And was na Willy a great lown,

As fhyre a lick as e'er was feen ?

When he danc'd with the larfes round,

The bridegroom fpeer'd where he had been-

Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring,

With bobbing, faith, my (hanks are fain,

Gae ca' your bride and maidens in,

For Willy he dow do na main

Then reft ye, Willy, Til gae out,

And for a wee fill up the ring

;

But fhame light on his fouple fnout,

He wanted Willy's wanton fling.

Then (traight he to the bride did fare,

Says, well's me on your bonny face
}

With bobbing, Willy's (hanks are fair,

And I'm come out to fill his place.

Bridegroom, (he fays, you'll fpoil the dance.

And at the ring you'll ay be lag,

Unlefs, like Willy, ye advance

;

(O ! Willy has a wanton wag :)

For wi't he learns us a' to (leer.

And foremoft ay bears up the ring
\

We will find nae lick dancing here,

If we want Willy's wanton fling.
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SONG LXX.

BUSK YE, BUSK YE.

Bujk ye> bujk ye, my bonny bride, bujk ye bujk ye my

morning : there learnfrae turtles to prove true, 0 Bel/

ne'er vex me with thy /corning.
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To weftlin breezes Flora yields,

And when the beams are kindly warning,

Blythnefs appears o'er all the fields,

And nature looks mair frefh and charming.

Learn frae the burns that trace the mead,
Tho' on their banks the rofes bloiSfom,

Yet haftylie they flow to Tweed,
And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom.

Hafte ye, hafte ye, my bonny Bell,

Hafte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee
3

With free confent my fears repel

;

I'll with my love and care reward thee.

Thus fang I faftly to my fair,

Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting^

O queen of fmiles, I aik nae mair

Since now my bonny Bell's commenting,
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SONG LXXI.

HERE AWA, THERE AWA.
Plaintive.

Here awa, there awa, here awa Willy', here awa, there

awa, here awa, hame. Lang have Ifought thee, dear have

I bought thee, now I have gotten niy Willy again.

Through the lang muir I follow'd my Willy,

Through the lang muir I follow'd him hame,

Whate'er betide us, nought mail divide us ;

Love now rewards all my forrow and pain c

Here awa, there awa, here awa, Willy

:

Here awa, there awa, here awa hame

;

Come love, believe me, naething can grieve me?

Ilka thing pleafes while Willy's at hame.
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SONG LXXII.

DIOGENES SURLY AND PROUD,

Di-o-ge-nesfurly and proud, whofnarVd at the Ma*

, 1 A

lipiiiigi^pilis
cedon youth, delighted in wine that was good, becaufc in

—H—i

—

wine there is truth; but growing as poor as a Job9

\ 1—r-

-trt
un-a-ble to purchafe aJlajk, he chofefor his man/ion

# fu$, and livd by the/cent of the ci- - - > ~ - - -

- - - - Jk, and VsSd by thefcent of the cafe*

Heraclitus would never deny
A bumper to cherifh his heart

;

And 5 when he was maudlin, would cry
9

Becaufe he had empty'd hi* quart

;
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Though feme were fo foolim to think

He wept at men's folly and vice,

When 'twas only his cuftom to drink

'Till the liquor ran out at his eyes.

Democritus always was glad

To tipple and cherifh his foul

;

Would laugh like a man that was mad,
When over a jolly full bowl

:

While his cellar with wine was well ft.cx'd2

His liquor he'd merrily quaff

;

And, when he was drunk as a lord,

At thofe that were fober he'd laugh.

Copernicus, too, like the reft,

Believ'd there was wifdom in wine

;

And knew that a cup of the befl

Made reafon the brighter to mine

:

With wine he replenifh'd his veins,

And made his philofophy reel

:

Then fancy'd the world, as his brains,

Turn'd round like a chariot wheel.

Ariflotle, that mailer of arts,

Had been but a dunce without wine

;

For what we afcribe to his parts,

Is due to the juice of the vine -

9

His belly, fome authors agree,

Was as big as a watering-trough :

He therefore leap'd into the fea,

. Becaufe he'd have liquor enough.

When Pyrrho had taken a glafs,

He faw that no objeel appear'

d

Exactly the fame as it was
Before he had liquor'd his beard ;

For things running round in his drink,

Which fober he motionlefs found,
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Occafion'd the fcepticto think

There was nothing of truth to be found,

Old Plato was reckon'd divine,

Who wifely to virtue was prone

;

But, had it not been for good wine,

His merit had never been known :

By wine we are generous made

;

It furnifhes fancy with wings

;

Without it we ne'er mould have had

Philofophers, poets, or kings.
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WHEN INNOCENT PASTIME.

3E
fi§i=ii§§iiigiji§

When innocent pqftime cur pleafure did crown, u-pon &

green meadow9 or under a tree, e'erAnny became afine

la~dy in town, how lovely and loving and bonny was

-e-

thy reofon, my beautiful Army, let ne'er

:±

a ^£"z^ w£/>j f£yfan»cy a—-jet: 0 as thou art

bonny, befaithful and canny, andfavour thy Jamie, who

doais U'-pon thee.
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Does the death of a lintwhite give Anny the fpleen ?

Can tyning of trifles be uneafy to thee ?

Can lap-dogs, or monkies, draw tears from thefe ecn.

That look with indifPrence on poor dying me

!

Roufe up thy reafon, iny beautiful Anny,
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me

:

O ! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny,

And think upon Jamie wha doats upon thee.

Ah ! mould a new mantua, or Flanders-lace head,

Or yet a wee cotty, tho* never fae fine,

Gar thee grow forgetful, or let his heart bleed,

That anes had fome hope of purchafing thine ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And dinna prefer your fleegaries to me:

O ! as thou art bonny, be folid and canny,

And tent a true lover that doats upon thee.

Shall a Paris-edition of new-fangled Sawny,
Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be,

By adoring himfelf he admir'd by fair Anny,
And aim at thofe bennifons promis'd to me

:

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And never prefer a light dancer to me :

O ! as thou art bonny, be conftant and canny,

Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee

O think, my dear charmer, on iika fweet hour,

That ilade awa' faftly between thee and me,
*Ere fquirrcls, or beaux, or fcpp'ry, had pow'r
To rival my love, or impofe upon thee,

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And let thy deflres be a' center'd in me

:

O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu* and canny,

And love him wh?'s langing to center in thee.
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SONG LXXIV.

COME ON MY BRAVE TARS.

Com*? 0?z my £r£i>£ *ars, let's away to the wars, to hs-

»-r~M #---1

nour and glory advance; for n$w we've beat Spain, let

us try this campaign, to humble the pride of old France,

my brave boys, to humble the pride of old France.

See William, brave prince,

A true blue ev'ry inch,

Who will honour th' illuftrious name

:

May he conqueror be

O'er our empire the fea,

And tranfmit Britifh laurels to fame,

My brave boys, &c.

There heroes combin'd,

Wiien the Dons they could find,

Vied who mould be foremofl in battle;

By no lee more affrighted,

Aitho' they're benighted,

They made Britifh thunder to rattlq,

Brave boys 5 &c.
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See Dalrymple, Prevoft,

Gallant Harrington too,

And Farmer who glorioully fell

:

With brave Pearfon, all knew
That the hearts of true blue,

Once rous'd, not the world could excel,

My brave boys, &c.

With fuch heroes as thofe,

Tho* we've numberlefs foes,

Britilh valour refplendant mall fibine

:

And we ftiil hope to mow
That their pride will be low,

In eighty, as fam'd fifty-nine,

My brave boys, &c.

Then brave lads enter here,

And partake of our cheer,

Tou (hall feaft and be merry and ring

:

With the grog at your nofe,

Drink fuccefs to true blues,

Huzza ! and fay God fave the king,

My brave boy?, &c.
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SONG LXXV.

THE HIGHLAND LADDIE.

ilppipiiiiiip
The law/and lads think they arefine, but oh they're vain

and i—dly gawdy; how much unlike the gracefu* mein%

'

and manly looks of my Highland laddie* O my bonny High'

m

land laddie, my handfomefmiling Highland laddie, may

'heavenJlill guard, and love reward, \he lawland lafs and

|c -T—F** wr

Highland laddie.

If I were free at v/ill to chufe

To be the wealthieft lawland lady,

I'd take young Donald without trews,

With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy<

O my bonny, Effc
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The braweli beau in borough's-town,

In a' his airs, with art made ready,

ComparM to him, he's but a clown

;

He's finer far in's belted plaidy.

O my bonny, &c.

O'er benty hiils with him I'll run,

And leave my lawland kin and daddy

Frae winter's cauld and fummer's fun,

He'll fcreen me with his Highland plaidy*

O my bonny, EsV.

A ptinfed room, and filken bed,

May pleafe a lawland laird and lady ;

But I can kifs, and be as glad,

Behind a bum in's Highland plaidy,

O my bonny, &c.

Few compliments between us pafs,

I ca' him my dear Highland laddie,

And he ca's me his lawland lafs,

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy*

O my bonny, &c.

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend,

Than that his love prove true and fteady,

Like mine to him, which ne'er mall end,

While heaven preferves my Highland laddie,

O my bonny, &c*
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SONG LXXVI.

YE SPORTSMEN DRAW NEAR.

Tefportfmen draw near, and yefportfwomen too, who

E5E

delight in the joys of thefield\ who delight in the joys of

^?/<i. Mankind^ tho
y
they blame , are all eager as you,

jS-

iipjipipiiiipiip
<z?2£/ no one the contefl will yield, - - - and no one the c$n~

h

tejl will yield. His Urdjhip, his worfhip, his honour, his

r ^ ^ > ^
grace, a hunting con—ti-nual-ly go, all ranks and de*

grecs are engaged in the chact, with hark forward, buz*



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. I47

tally ho, tally ho, tally ho, tally ho> tally ho^ tally b&, - -

- hark forward? huzza, tally ho - - -.

The lawyer will rife with the firft of the morn
To hunt for a mortgage or deed

;

The hufband gets up at the found of the horn
And rides to the commons full fpeed

;

The patriot is thrown in purfuit of the game j

The poet too often lays low,

Who, mounted on Pegafus, flies after fame,

With hark forward, hazza, tally ho.

While fearlefs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we fweep
Tho' prudes on our paflime may frown,

How oft do they Decency's bounds overleap

And the fences of Virtue break down ?

Thus public, or private, for penfion, for place,

For amufement, for paffion, for mew,
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace,

With hark forward, huzza, tally ho.

r y
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UR AND TWENTY FIDDLERS,

—^—^—^

—

Four and twentyfiddlers all on a row, four and twenty

jidlers all on a row, there wasfiddlefaddlefiddle, and my

double dammefemi quibble, down below. It is my la*

dy's holiday, therefore let us be merry. .

2 Four and twenty drummers all on a row, there was hey

rub a dub, ho rub a dub, fiddle faddle, &c.

3 Four and twenty trumpeters all on a row, there was tan-

tara rara, tantara rera, hey rub a dub, &c.

4 Four and twenty coblers all on a row, there was flab

awl and cobler, and cobler and ftabawl, tantara rera,&V.

5 Four and twenty fencing m afters all on a row, there was
pufh carte and tierce, down at heel, cut him acrofs,

flab awl and cobler, &c.
6 Four and twenty captains all on a row, there was Oh !

d—n me, kick him down ftairs, pufh carte and

|

'tierce, &c.

7 Four and twenty parfons all on a row, vthere was Lord
have mercy upon us ! O ! d—n me, kick him down
ftairs, feV.
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8 Four and twenty taylors all on a row, one caught a

loufe, another let it loofe, and another cried knock,

him down with the goofe, Lord have mercy upon
us, &c.

9 Four and twenty barbers all on a row, there was bag
whigs, fliort bobs, toupees, long ques, (have for a

penny, Oh d—n'd hard times two ruffles and ne'er

a fhirt, one caught a loufe, &c.

to Four and twenty quakers all on a row, there was Abra-

ham begat Iiaac, and Ifaac begat Jacob, and Jacob

peopled the twelve tribes of Ifraei, with bag wigs,

fhort bobs, toupees, long quees, fhave for a penny,

Oh d—n'd hard times two ruffles and ne'er a fhirt,

one caught a loufe, another let it loofe, and another

icried knock him down with the goofe, Lord have

mercy upon us, Oh d—n me kick him down flairs,

pufh carte and tierce, down at heel, cut him acrofs,

ftab awl and cobler, and cobler flab awl, tantara

rara, tantara rera, hey rub a dub, ho rub a dub, fid-

dle faddle fiddle and my double damme femi quibble

down below, It is my lady's holiday therefore let us

be merry.
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WINTER.

A-dieu, ye groves, adieu yeplains, all nature mourn-

ing lies. See gloomy clouds, and thickening rains ob-

5-r

y^z/r* the laboring fkies. See, fee,from afar, th' im~

—I

—

fend—ingjlorm withfallen hafie ap—pear, fee win-ter

^c/w&f # drearyform, to rule - - falling yean

No more the lambs with gamefome bound,

Rejoice the gladen'd fight

:

No more the gay enamell'd ground,

Or Silvan fcenes delight.

Thus lovely Nancy, much lov'd maid,

Thy early charms muft fail

;

Thy rofe muft droop the lilly fade,

And winter foon prevail.
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Again the lark, fweet bird of day,

May rife on active wing,

Again the fportive herds may play,

And hail reviving fpring.

But youth, my fair, fees no return,

The pleating bubble's o'er,

In vain it's fleeting joys you mourn,
They fall to bloom no more.

Hafte, then, dear girl, the time improve^

Which art can ne'er regain,

In blifsfui fcenes of mutual love,

With fome diftinguifh'd fwain
;

So (hall life's fpring, like jocund May,
Pafs fmiling and ferene

;

Thus fummer, autumn, glide away,

And winter foon prevail.
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BIRKS OF INVERMAY.

*•
,
——jr —\p*m St—

—— —las!—M —' L
-f—

#—

Thefmiling morn, the breathing/pring in—vite the

* —'—™—
:
Jig"

*"

"uneful birds to fng, and while they warble from each

fpray, lone melts the u-ni-ver-fal lay. Let us A-man-da,

time—ly wife, like them improve the hour thatfiies, and

infoft raptures wqfte the day, amt?7g the birks of In*

as
vermay.

For foon the winter of the year,

And age, life's winter, will appear

;

At this thy living bloom will fade,

As that will ft rip the verdant (hade
5
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Our tafte of pleafure then is o'er>

The feathcr'd fongfters are no more

;

And when they droop, and we decay,

Adieu the birks of Inverm ay.

Behold the hills and vales around,

With lowing herds and flocks abound
The wanton kids, and frifking lambs,

Gambol and dance about their dams

:

The bufy bees with humming noife 3

And all the reptile kind rejoice ;

Let us1 like them, then ring and play

About the birks of Invermay.

Hark, how the waters as they fkll,

Loudly my love to giadnefs call

;

The wanton waves (port in the beams,

And fifties play throughout the ftreams

The circling fun does now advance,

And all the planets round, him dance :

Let us as jovial be as they

Among the birks of Invermay.

U
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ONE BOTTLE MORE.

in the praifes of old Ireland's ifle. Where true ho-fpi-tcl-

one bottle more, one bottle more
y
arra, one bottle merey

andfriendfhip detains usfor one bottle more.

Old England, your taunts on our country forbear

;

With our bulls, and our brogues, we are true and finccr^,

For if but one bottle remain'd in our ftore,

We have generous hearts, to give that bottle more.

In Candy's, in ChurcH-ftreet, Til fmg of a fcti

Of fix Irifli blades who together had met -

f
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Four bottles a piece made us call for our fcore,

And nothing remained but one bottle more.

Our bill being paid, we were loath to depart,

For friend/hip had grappled each man by the heart

;

Where the lead touch you know makes an Irifhman roar

And the whack from ftiilella, brought fix bottles more.

Slow Phcebus had fhone thro' our window fo bright,

Quite happy to view his bleft children of light.

So we parted, with hearts neither forry nor fore,

Refolving next night to drink twelve bottles more.

U ij
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THE YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE.

J» April, when Primrofes paint thefweet plain, and

fummer ap-prcaching re—-joi-ceth the/wain, joicetb

the/wain, the yellow-haird laddie would of-ten—times

ipilligltipp
go, to wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees

grow, hawthorn trees grozv.

There, under the fhade of an old facred thorn,

With freedom, he fung his loves, evening and morn-

He fang with fo foft and inchanting a found,

That Sylvans and Fairies, unfeen, danc'd around.
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The (hepherd thus fung : tho* young Maddie be fair,

Her beauty is dafh'd with a fcornful, proud air

:

But Sufie was handfome, and fweetly could fmg
;

Her breath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the fpring.

That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth,

Like the moon, was inconftant, and never fpoke truth :

But Sufie was faithful, good humour'd, and free,

And fair as the goddefs that fprung from the fea.

That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r,

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four :

Then, fighing, he wifh'd, would parents agree,

The witty, fweet Sufie, his miftrefs might be.
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SONG LXXXII.

ALLY CROAKER.

There lived a man in Ba-le-no~cra-zy, who wanted a

Al-ly Croaker, and thus the gentle youth be/poke her, Will

you marry me, dear Al-ly Croaker, will you marry me

Hfl -» =m
dear Al-ly Al-ly Croaker.

This artlefs young man, juft come from his fchoolery,

A novice in love, and all it's foolery ;

Too dull for a wit, too grave for a joker,

And thus the gentle youth befpoke her,

Will your marry, Effr.

He drank with the father, he talk'd with the mother,

He rompt with the fifter, he gam'd with the brother 5
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He gam'd till he pawn'd his coat to the broker,

Which loft him the heart of his dear Ally Croaker,

Oh ! the fickle, fickle Ally Croaker,

Oh ! the fickle Ally, Ally Croaker.

To all ye young men who are fond of gaming,
Who are fpending your money, whilft others are fevin&5

Fortune's a jilt, the de'il may choke her,

A jilt more inconftant than dear Ally Croaker,

Oh ! the inconftant Ally Croaker,

Oh ! the inconftant Ally, Ally Croaker.
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LET A SET OF SOBER ASSES.

Let afet offober affes, "'rail againft the joys of drinking %

while water, tea, and milk agree to fet cold brains a-think-

^41 U. 1 tiji
4

I rM
ing. Power , and wealth, beauty, health, wit, and mirth in

4=
wine are crown

1

d. Joys abound, plea/lire'sfound only where

SPfa

* g/d/J g0£r round.

The ancient feds on happinefs

All differ'd in opinion

;

But wifer rules

Of modern fchools

In wine fix her dominion.

Power and wealth, &c*

Wine gives the lover vigour,

Makes glow the cheeks of beauty;
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Makes poets write,

And foldiers fight,

And friendmip do it's duty.

Power and wealth, &c.

Wine was the only Helicon

Whence poets are long-liv'd fo :

'Twas no other main
Than brifk champaign

Whence Venos was deriv'd too*

Power and wealth, &c.

When heaven in Pandora's box
All kinds of ill had fent us,

In a merry mood
A bottle of good

Was cork'd up to content us.

Power and wealth, &c*

All virtues wine is nurfe to,

Of ev'ry vice deftroyer ;

Gives dullards wit,

Makes juft the cit,

Truth forces from the lawyer*

Power and wealth, iite*

Wine fets our joys a-flowing,

Our care and forrow drowning
Who rails at the bowl,

Is a Turk in's foul,

And a Chriftian ne'er mould own him.
Power and wealth, tlfc*

I
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BONNY CHRISTY.

Howfwcetlyfmells thefimmer green!fweet taftes the

e?s 9
and wine, tho

1

I be thir-Jiy^ lofe a* their charms

and weaker towers compared with thtfe of Chrijly*

When wand'ring o'er the rlow'ry park,

No nafral beauty wanting,

How lightfome is't to hear the lark,

And birds in concert chanting

!

But if my Chrifty tunes her voice,

I'm rapt in admiration
;

My thoughts with ecftafies rejoice.,

And di ary the haill creation. i
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Whene'er (he fmiles a kindly glancs,

I take the happy omen, -

And aften mint to make advance,

Hoping {he'll prove a woman

:

But, dubious of my ain defert,

My fentiraents I (mother

;

With fecret fighs I vex my heart,

For fear (he love another.

Thus fang blate Edie by a burn,

His Chrifty did o'erhear him ;

She doughtna let her lover mourn,
But e'er he wift drew near him.

She fpake her favour with a look,

Which left nae room to doubt her

:

He wifely this white minute took,

And flang his arms about her.

My Chrifty ! witnefs, bonny ftrcani,

Sic joys frae tears arifmg,

I wifh this mayna be a dream

;

O love the maift furprifing

!

Time was too precious now for talk;

This point of a* his wifhes

Hf wadna with fet fpeeches bauk,
But war'd it a' on kiffee.
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DUMBARTON'S DRUMS.
—1 -

H-iH

—

"

—

—

DC

of my dear Jonny 0, how happy am I when my Soldier

~

is by, while he kijjes and blejfes his Annie 0. 'Tis a

Soldier alone can delight me, O,for his graceful locks do

-«--r-r

—

31

in-vite me, 0 : whilfi guarded in his arms, I*11fear no

war's alarms, ''neither danger, nor death Jhall e'erfright

me, 0«
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My love is a handfome laddie, O,
Genteel, but ne'er foppifh nor gaudy, O :

Tho' commiffions are dear,

Yet I'll buy him one this year,

For he fhall ferve no longer a cadie, O.
A foldier has honour and bravery, O,
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery, O

He minds no other thing,

But the Ladies or the King ;

For every other care is but llavery O.

Then I'll be the Captain's Lady, O,
Farewell all my friends and my Daddy, O

;

I'll wait no more at home,
But I'll follow with the drum,

And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready, O,
Dumbarton's drums found bonny, O

;

They are fprightly, like my dear Jonny, O.
How happy {hall I be,

When on my foldier's knee,

And he kiffes and bleffes his Annie, O.
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ONCE MORE I'LL TUNE.

Once more Pll tune the vo—calJhell, U hills and dales

quell, that burnsfor lovely Peggy. Ye greater bards the

lyrefhould hit, for fay whatfubjecl is merefit, than tQ

record thefparkling wit and bloom of lovely Peggy,

The fun fir ft rifmg in the morn,

That paints the dew-befpangled thorn,

Does not fo much the day adorn,

As does my lovely Peggy.

And when in Thetis lap to reft,

He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weft,

He's not fo beauteous, as undrefs'd

Appears my lovely Peggy.
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Were me array'd in ruftie weed,

With her the bleating flocks I'd feed,

And pipe upon mine oaten reed,

To pleafe my lovely Peggy.

With her a cottage would delight,
'

All's happy when fhe's in my fight,

But when fhe's gone it's endiefs night,

All's dark without my Peggy.

The zephyr's air the violet blows,

Or breath upon the damalk rofe,

He does not half the fweets difclofe.

That does my lovely Peggy,

I ftole a kifs the other day,

And truft me, nought but truth I fay,

The fragrant breath of blooming May,
Was not fo fweet as Peggy.

While bees from flow'r to flow'r {hall rove

And linnets warble thro' the grove,

Or {lately fwans the waters love,

So long fhall I love Peggy.

And when Death with his pointed dart,

Shall ftrike the blow that rives my heart,

My word fhall be when I depart,

Adieu! my lovely Peggy,
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THE CONTENTED MAN.

The man that's contented is void of all care, tol de rol

tol de rol tol de rol la dy, hefar overtops thefoulflave

ry offear, tol de rol tol de rol tol de rol la dy. A mind

thafsferene, and a body in health, gives a man all the

pleafure and grandeur of wealth. Tol de rol la dy, tol de

11 rn^fumm
rol la dy, tol de rol tol de rol tol de rol la dy.

Lad day T went out with a heart full of joy.

Tpl de rol, &fV.

Which nothing but vice or fliarp pain could annoy ;

Tol de rol, &rV.

The firft that I meet was a mifer, whofe gloom

Shew'd a foul that was muddy, and ftraiten'd in roon?<

Tol de rol, &c.
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In Britain's fair ifland there's none to be feen

Tol dc rol, SV.
Of more fullen, felfilh, and fordid a mein ^ :

Tol de rol, &c.
Regardlefs of honour, a flave to his gold,

Defpis'd of the youngs and contemned of the old,

Tolderoi,
' &c.

The next that I met was a profligate ajfe ,

Tol de rpl,
:
&c.

Whofe brains were of cork, and his forehead of brafs
;

Tol de roj, &c'. 0 U, r
\'

By game he was galloping thro* his eftate,

And mis'ry attended his fad finking rate*.

O place me, kind heav'n ! in what ftation you pleafe,

Tol de rol, fcfV.

So my body's in health, and my foul be at eafe ;

Tol de rol,

By command of myfelf, independent and free,

Contentment mail (till be a pieafure to me.
Tol de rol, Iffc.

O rather in a cottage may I be fed

Tolderoi, &rV.

With- roots the moil common, and coariefl brown bread3

Tol de rol, EsrV.

Than .to riot with luxury, fopp'ry, and vice,

They're the lofs of contentment, too precious a price,

Tol de rol, &c.

Let rakes ramble after their harlots and wine,

Tol de rol, £sV.

*Till with poxes and paliies their carcafes dwine ;

Tol de rol, &c.
Grow old while they're young, and have wailed their fl:dre

;

While the votaries of virtue are blithe at fourfcore.

Tol de rol,

T
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The thunder may roar, and the hurricanes make
Tol de rol, &c.

The ocean to boil, and the forefts to make

;

Tol de rol, &c.

The light'ning may flam, and the rocks may be rent.

But nothing can ruffle the mind that's content.

This world's well freighted with wonders in ftore,

Tol de rol, &c.

And we're fent into it to think and explore ;

Tol de rol, &c.

And when the due fummons fhall call us away,

No more's to be faid, but contented obey.

Tol de rol, &c.
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SON G LXXXVIII.

THE SWEET ROSY MORNING.

is adorning the meadows andfields. The merry , mer-

your/lumbers, and hail the new day.

The (tag rous'd before us,

Away feems to fly,

And pants to the chorus,

Of hounds in full cry.

Cho. Then follow follow follow follow,

The mufical chace,

Where pleafure and vigour,

And health all embrace.

The day's fport when oyer,

Makes blood circle right,

And gives the brifk lover,

Frefh charms for the night,

Che. Then let us, let us now enjoy

All we can while we may •

Let love crown the night,

As our fports crown the dav\



CALLIOPE : OR THI

SONG LXXXIX.

BONNY JEAN.

Love's gcddefs in a myrtle grove,faid, Cupid, bend

2Z=r::_
T — i

—

/y^y
' £0ie> w/7£fpced, nor let theJhaft at random r$ve9

yi?r Jen--ny*s haughty heart muft bleed. TheJmiU

^

—

/7zg* sw7£ di-vine artfrom Paphos Jhot an arrow

v— ' -plF

&o?ftf flew unerring to the heart, and kill'd the

—
)—rj-

IPS
Tn
t
o more the nymph, with haughty ai:

Refufes Willy's kind addrefs

;

Her yielding bluflies (hew no care,

But too much fond n eft to fu£pr(if$*
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No more the youth is fallen now,
But looks the gayeft on the green,

Whilft every day he fpies fome new
Surprizing charms in bonny Jean.

A thoufand tranfports crowd his breaft,

He moves as light as fleeting wind ;

His former forrows feem a jeft

Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind.

Riches he looks on with difdain,

The glorious fields of war look mean
;

The chearful hound and horn gives paia
;

If abfent from his bonny Jean.

The day he fpends in am'rous gaze,

Which ev'n in fummer fhort'ned feems
;

When funk in downs, with glad amaze,

He wonders at her in his dreams.

All charms difclos'd, fhe looks more bright

Than Troy's prize, the Spartan Queen.
With breaking day, he lifts his fight,

And pants to be with bonny Jean.



CALLIOPE : OR TH2

SONG XC.

PINKY HOUSE
i—^—i

—

-

By Pin-kie houfe oft let me walk, while cir-cled

4»-

;/2 ^ry ^r^;j / hear my Nelly fweetly talk, and gaze

o'er all her charms. 0 let me ever fond be-

•m—»-

holdihofe gra-ces void of art, thofe chearfuljmiles thai

*-.m

fweetly hold in wilU-ing chains my heart.

O come, my love ! and bring a-new
That gentle turn of mind ;

That gracefulness of air, in you,

By nature's hand deftgn'd
;

That beauty like the blu filing rofe, .

Firft lighted up this flame
;

Which, like the fun, for ever glows
Within rnv breafl the fame.
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Ye light coquets ! ye airy things

!

How vain is all your art

!

How feidom it a lover brings

!

How rarely keeps a heart

!

O gather from my Nelly's charms,

That fweet, that graceful eafe ;

That blufhing modefty that warms

;

That native art to pleafe

!

Come then, my love ! O come along,

And feed me with thy charms
j

Come, fair infpirer of my fong,

O fill my longing arms.

A flame like mine can never die,

While charms, fo bright as thine,

So heav'nly fair, both pleafe the eye,

And fill the foul divine

!



i 76 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG XGI.

WHEN ABSENT FROM THE NYMPH,

r3&

i-l

—

a
#5
* Hi » I-—

J a *=«
3=3mi P jr"

JTO^tf ab-fentfrom the nymph I love, I'dfainJhake
x »ff

the chains 1 war, but whiljl IJlrive thefe to remove

-2W
iCfiiiiiiiiiSi

;w0r<?fetters I'm $blig'd to bear. My captiv'dfancy day

and night , fairer andfairer re-prefents, Be-lin-daform'd

SiiPPP
for dear delight, but cruel caufe of my complaints.

All day I wander through the groves,

And, fighing, hear from ev'ry tree,

The happy birds chirping their loves
\

Happy, compar'd with lonely me.
When gently fleep with balmy wings,

To reft fans ev'ry weary'd wight,

A thoufand fears my fancy brings,

That keep me watching all the night.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair>

And ail the graces in her train,

With melting fmiles and killing air,

Appears the caufe of all my pain.

A while my mind delighted flies

O'er all her fweets with thrilling joy;

Whiift want of worth makes doubts arife5

That all my trembling hopes dellroy*

Thus, while my thoughts are fiVd on her^

I'm all o'er tranfport and defire
;

My pulfe beats high, my cheeks appear

Ali rofes, and mine eyes all fire*

When to myfelf I turn my view,

My veins grow chill, my cheeks looks wan
Thus, whiift my fears my pains renew,

J fcarcely look, or love a man.



i 7 8 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG XCII.

BRAES OF BALLENDEAN.

Be-neath a green fnade a hvely youngfwainy one

evening re-din'd to dif—eo—ver his pain : Jo

gentle was deaf to his Jirairu

How happy he cry'd, my moments once flew,

E'er Chloe's bright charms firft flafrVd in my view

!

Thofe eyes, then, with pleafure, the dawn could furvey
\

Nor fmil'd the fair morning more chcarful than they.
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Now, fcencs of diftrefs pleafe only my fight

:

I lickcn in pleafurc, and languilh in light.

Thro 9
changes, in vain, relief I purfue

:

All, all, but confpire, my griefs to renew

:

From funftiine, t& zephyrs and {hades, we repair j

To funfhine we fly from too piercing an air :

But love's ardent fever burns always the fame

!

No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame.

But, fee ! the pale moon, all clouded, retires

!

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires

!

I fly from the dangers of tempcft and wind :

Yet nourifh the madnefs that preys on my mind.
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care,

Since length'ning it's moments but lengthens defp



i8o CALLIOPE : OR TH£

SONG XCIII.

TWEED-SIDE.

is-*±5
'm

What beauties does Flora difclofe9 howfweet are her

yJw/'Av r<;« Tweed, yet Mary's JIMfweeterthan tbefe,

pi§i!|gilpii
jfotb nature andfancy exceed. No deify, norfweet

blujhing rofe, nor all the gay flowers cf the field, nor

Tweed gliding gentAy thro* ikofe fucb beau-ty and plea-

fire does yield.

The warblers arc beard in the grove,

The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh,

The blackbird and fweet cooing dove,

"With mufic enchant every bufh.
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Conic, let us go forth to the mead,
Let us fee how the primrofes fpring

;

We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed,
And love while the leathered folks fing ?

How does my love pafs the lang day ?

Does Mary not tend a few fheep ?

Do they never carelefsly flray,

While happily fhe lies aileep ?

Tweed's murmurs mould lull her to reft
;

Kind nature indulging my faiifs,

To relieve the faft pains of my breaft,

I'd fteal an ambrofial kifs.

'Tis Ihe does the virgins excel,

No beauty with her may compare

;

Love's graces around her do dwell

:

She's faireft where thousands are fair.

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray^

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed
;

Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tavj

Or pleafanter banks of the Tweed.



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG XCIV.

THRO' THE WOOD LADDIE.

0 San-dy, why leaves thou thy Nelly t$ mount, thy

prefence could eafe me, when naithing can pleafe me, now

dow-ie I figh on the banks of the burn, or thri the

wood laddie, un-til thou return. Tho* woods now are

gay, and morningsfo clear, while lavrocks arefinging,

and prim-rofes Springing: yet none of them pleafe my

eye or my ear, ''when thro' the wood laddie ye d'mna
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ap~pear.

That I am forfaken, fome fpare na to tel! %

Vm faftYd wi' their fcorning,

Baith evening and morning
;

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi* a kneD,
When thro' the wood, laddie, I wander myfeil.

Then flay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away,

But quick as an arrow,

Hafte here to thy marrow
;

Wha's living in langour, till that happy day,

When thro' the wood, laddie, we'll dance, fing and play.



1 84 CALLIOPE : OR TH2

SONG XCV.

BRITISH GRENADIERS.

i1is
Scwz? of Alexander; andfome of Hercuries, cf

m \rrt\i
r

Conon, and Lyfander, andfome Milti—a—des ; but of all

tf^ world's brave heroes there's none that can compare

21:!

ivith a tow, row, row, row, row, to the Britijh gre-na

diers. But of all the world's brave heroes, there's none

that can compare, with a tow, row, row, row, row, to

the Britifti grena-dkr
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None of thofe ancient heroes e'er fawa cannon ball,

Or knew the force of powder to flay their foes withal
;

But our brave boys do know it, and banifli all their fears*

With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britilh Grenadiers.

But our brave boys, SsV.

Whene'er we are commanded to ftorm the Palifades,

Our leaders march with fufees, and we with hand granades9

We throw them from the glacis about our enemies ears,

With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britifh Grenadiers*

We throw them, SsV.

The god of war was pleafed, and great Bellona frniles,

To fee thefe noble heroes, of our Britilh lfles

;

And all the gods celeftial, defcended from their fpheres,

Beheld with admiration the Britifh Grenadiers.

And all the gods celeftial, &c*

Then let us crown a bumper, and drink a health to thofe

Who carry caps and pouches that wear the looped clothes.

May they and their commanders, live happy ail their years,

With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britifh Grenadiers.

May they and their commanders, SV.
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SONG XCVL

MY JOCKEY.

SEE

My laddie is gonefar a-way o'er the plain, while

inforrow, behind Pm fore'd to remain, tho
9

blue bells

and violets the hedges adorn, tho* trees are in bluffom, and

S--|M^ \

fweet blows the thorn, no pleafare they give me, in vain

s—

1

-

pi?
/Atfy gtfy; there's nothing can pleafe now, my jock-

dmzjr. Forlorn I fitfinging, and this is myfira,in.

A^/fr, my cfcar Jockey, hafle, hafle my dear Jockey,
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hafie, hafte my dear Jockey, to me back again*

When lads, and their lafies, are on the green met

;

They dance, and they fmg; and they laugh, and they chat j

Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee

:

I can't without envy, their merriment fee.
}

Thofe paftimes offend me ; my fhepherd's not there

:

No pleafure I relifh, that Jockey don't ihare.

It makes me to figh ; I from tears fcarce refrain,

I wifh my dear Jockey,

I wifh my dear Jockey,

!wifh my dear Jockey return'd back again.

But hope mall fuftain me ; nor will I defpair :

He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here.

On fond'expe&atioft my wifhes I'll feaft

;

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will hade.

Then, farewell, each care : and, adieu, each vain figh :

Who'll then be fo bleft, or fo happy, as I ?

I'll nng on the meadows, and alter my ftrain.
' When Jockey returns,

When Jockey returns,

When Jockey returns to my arms back again.

A a if



CALLIOPE : OR THB

SONG XCVII.

WHY HANGS THAT CLOUD.

Why hangs that cloud u-pon thy brow, that beauteous

Ssglli^a ] tilt
0- J

heaven e'er whileferene, whence d$ thefeJlorms and tern*

-m-~^

peflsflow, or what this guji .of paffion mean : and mufi

„«8£ . .

then mankind lofe that light, which in thine eyes was wont

Jiplppliliiil
to fhine, and ly obfcur

yd in endlefs night, for each poor

pep ±
Jii—lyfpeech of mine.

Dear child, how can I wrong thy name,
Since 'tis acknowledged at all hands,

That could ill tongues abufe thy fame,

Thy beauty can make large amends

;
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Or if I darft profanely try

Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t* upbraid,

Thy virtue well might give the lie,

Nor call thy beauty to it's aid.

For Venus every heart t' enfnare,

With all her charms has deck'd thy faee.

And Pallas with unufual care,

Bids wifdom heighten every grace.

Who can the double pain endure !

Or who mufl not refign the field

To thee, celeflial maid, fecure

With' Cupid's bow, and Pallas' fhield ?

If then to thee fuch pow'r is given,

Let not a wretch in torment live,

But fmile, and learn to copy Heaven,

Since we mud fin ere it forgive.

Yet pitying Heaven not only does

Forgive th' offender and th' offence,

But even itfelf appeas'd beflows,

As the reward of penitence.



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG XCVIII.

LEADER-HAUGHS AND YARROW.

werefpringing. The buds did bow withfilver dezu, ten

e'er trod the grafs on leader-haughs and yarrow.

How fweet her face, where ev'ry grace

In heavenly beauty's planted

!

Her fmiling een, and comely mein,

That nae perfection wanted.
1*11 never fret, nor ban my fate,

But blefs my bonny marrow

:

If her dear fmile my doubts beguile,

My mind fhall ken nae forrow.
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Yet tho* flie's fair, and has full {hare

Of ev'ry charm inchanting,

Each good turns ill, and foon will kill

Poor me, if love be wanting.

O bonny lafs ! have but the grace

To think ere ye gae further,

Your joys maun flit, if you commit
The crying fin of murder.

My wand'ring ghaifl will ne'er get reft,

And day and night affright ye

;

But if ye're kind, and joyful mind,

I'll itudy to delight ye.

Our years around with love thus crown*!

From all things joy mail borrow :

Thus none mall be more bled than we,

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

O fweetefl Sue ! 'tis only you
Can make life worth my wifhes,

If equal love your mind can move
To grant this bed of biilfes.

Thou art my fun, and thy lead frown
Would blaft me in the blolfom :

But if thou mine, and make me thine,

i'll flourifh in thy bofom.



192 CALLIOPE : QR THE

SONG XCIX.

THE BANKS OF FORTH.

Te Sylvian powers that rule the plain, wherefweeU

ly wind—ing Forth-a glides, conducl me to her banks

a—gain,fince there my charming Mary bides* Theje

banks that breathe their vernalfweets where ev—ry

fmiling beau—ty meets, where Mary's charms adorn

£

1
—' w

plain, and chear the heart of ev*—ry fwah

Oft in the thick embow'ring groves,

Where birds their mufic chirp aloud,

Alternately we fmg our loves,

And Fortha's fair meanders view'd.
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The meadows wore a gen'ral fmile,

X.ove was our banquet all the while ;

The lovely profpecl charm'd the eye,

To where the ocean met the Iky,

Once on the grafly bank reclin'd,

Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep,

It was my happy chance to find

The charming Mary lull'd alleep.

My heart then leap'd with inward blifs,

I foftly ftoop'd and Hole a kifs

;

She wak'd, me blufh'd, arid gently blanV

Why, Damon ! aire you not afhani'd ?

Ye Sylvan Pow'rs, ye Rural Gods,

To whom we fwains our cares impart,

Reftore me to thefe blefs'd abodes,

And eafe, oh ! eafe my love-lick heart

:

Thefe happy days again reftore,

When Mall and I mall part no more ;

When fhe fhall fill thefe longing arms,

And crown my blifs with all her charms



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG C.

FOR ME MY FAIR

For me my fair a wreath has wove, where rival

N-

flowers in union meet, where rivalflowfrs in union

pip m.

meet : As oftJhe kifs'd this gift of love, her breath

gavefweetnefs to thefweet ; as oftJhe kifs'd this gift of

G\ ^

love, her breathgave fweetnefs to the fweet, her

S=3
breath gave fweetnefs to the fweet.
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A bee within a damafk rofe

Had crept, the nedlar'd dew to lip

;

But lelTer fweets the thief forgoes,

And fixes on Louifa's lip.

There, tailing all the bloom of fpring,

Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May,
Th' ungrateful fpoiler left his fling,

And with the honey fled away.

Bb ij
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SONG CL
GOME, COME, MY JQLLY LABS.

Come, come, myjolly lads, the wind's abaft, bri/kgales our

failsJhall croud Comebuftle, buflle, buflle boys, hawl the

iHi§§iilig^iii
boat, the b0atfwain pipes a-loud. Thefhip's unmoor }

d,

iifiliilrifJirii
all hands on board, The rijing gale fills ev'ry fail, the

mi
flip's well mann'd and florid: Then fling theflowing

m
bowl; Fond hopes arife, the girls weprizeJhall blefs

MpligiilPlill
each jovial foul. The cann, boys, bring, we'11 drink

mm 1
andJing, whilefoaming billows roll.
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Tho' to the Spanifii coaft

We're bound to fleer,

"We'll ffciil our rights maintain ;

Then bear a hand, be fteady boys,

Soon we'll fee

Old England once again

:

From inore to more,

While cannons roar,

Our tars fhall lhow
The haughty foe

Britannia rales the main.

Then fling the flowing bowl

;

Fond hopes arife,

The girls we prize

Shall blefs each jovial foul

:

The cann, boys, bring,

We'll drink and ling,

While foaming billows roll,

Cho. Then fling the, &c.



198 calliope: or the

SONG CIL

HARK! HARK

!

Hark ! hark ! thejoy in -fpi - ring horn, Sa-lutes the

ro-fy ri-Jing morn, And e - choes thro
y
the dale

And e - choes thro* the dale : With clamorouspeals the

ground, And fnuff the fragrant gale Andfnuff

thefragrant gale.
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Nor gates nor hedges can impede
The brilk high-mettl'd ftarting Heed,

The jovial pack purfue
;

Like lightening darting o'er the plains,

The diftant hills with fpeed he gains,

And fees the game in view.

Her path the timid hare forfakes,

And to the copfe for fhelter makes,

There pants a while for breath
;

When now the noife alarms her ear,

Her haunt's defcry'd, her fate is near,

She fees approaching death.

Directed by the well-known breeze,

The hounds their trembling victim feize

She faints, fhe falls, Ihe dies :

The diftant courfers now come in,

And join the loud triumphant din,

Till echo rend the Ikies.



20C CALLIOPE J OR THE

SONG cm.

THO' LATE I WAS PLUMP.

nil
2^o' /rtte / was plump, round, andjolly, I now am as

thin as a rod ; Oh ! love is the caufe of my folly, andfoon

gipiipppi^iip
PH lie under a fod. Sing ditherum doodle, nagety,

nagety, tragety, rum, and goofetherumfoodie, Fidgety,

fidgety, nidgety, mum*

Dear Kathleen, then why did you flout me,

A lad that's fo cofey and warm ?

Oh ! ev'ry thing's handfome about me,

My cabin and fnug little farm.

Sing ditherum, &c



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

What tho' I have fcrap'd up no money ?

No duns at my chamber attend ;

On Sunday I ride on my poney,

And ftill have a bit for a friend*

Sing ditherum, &c.

The cock courts his hens all around me,
The fparrow, the pigeon, and dove ;

Oh ! how all this courting confounds me,
When I look and think of my love*

Sing ditherum, &c.



Z02 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG CIV.

SINCE YOU MEAN

Since you mean to hireforfervice, Come with me, you

joI - ly dog, Tou can help to bring home harveft, Tou

can help to bring home harve/l, 'tend theJheep, and

feed the hog. Farra diddle dol, Farra diddle dol9

tol ti di tol di ti di tol dol dol.

With three crowns, your {landing wages,

You mall daintily be fed ;

Bacon, beans, falt-beef, and cabbage,

Butter-milk, and oaten bread.

Farra diddle, &c.
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Come, ftrike hands, you'll live in clover

When we get you once at home

;

And when daily labour's over

We'll all dance to your ftrum ftrum.

Farra diddle, &c.

Done ; ftrike hands, I take your offer

;

Farther on I may fare worfe
;

Xooks ! I can no longer fuffer

Hungry guts and empty purfe.

Farra diddle, &c,
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SONG CV.

BY THE GAILY

By the gaily circling glafs, We can fee how minutes

pafs ;
By the hollow cajk we're told How the waning

night grows old, How the waning night grows old.

puns!
Soon, too foon, the bu-fy day drives usfrom our fport

a - way. What have we with day to do P Sons ofCare,

'twas madeforyou ! Sons of Care, 'twas madefor you f

By the filence of the owl,

By the chirping on the thorn,

By the butts that empty roll,

We foretel th' approach of morn.
Fill, then, fill the vacant glafs,

Let no precious moment Hip
;

Flout the moralizing afs
;

Joys find entrance at the lip Q
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SONG CVI.

IANTHE THE LOVELY.

sp!p3g§pi|iii!i
Lan-the the lovely, the joy of herfwain, by Iphis

was lov
}

d, and lov'd Iphis again. She liv'd in the youth,

and the youth in thefair\ theirpieajure was equal, and

equal their care: No delight, no enjoyment, their dotage

mm
withdrew j but the longer they liv'dJt ill thefonder they

grew. No delight, no enjoyment, their dotage withdrew

;

m
but the longer they IrSdJlill thefonder they grew.
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A paffion fo happy alarm'd all the plain

:

Some envy'd the nymph ; but more envy'd the fwain

:

Some fwore 'twou'd be pity their loves to invade,

That the lovers alone for each other were made.
But all, all confented, that none ever knew
A nymph be more kind, or a fhepherd fo true.

Love faw them with pleafure, and vow'd to take care
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair

;

What either might want he bid either to move ;

But they wanted nothing but ever to love.

He faid all to blefs them his godhead cou'd do,

That they ftill fliou'd be kind and they lhou'd be true.

SONG CVII.

LIFE IS CHECOUER'D.
PhilofopKical. Jovial.

t-f CT. r1££#J if J J
j l J

Life is checquer'd ; toil and pleafure fill up all the va-

rious meafure. See the crew in flanneljerkins;

,
Drinking,

toping flip byfirkins ; And, as they raife the tip to their

hap-py lip, On the deck is heard no o - therfound, Bui



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 207

prithee, Jack, prithee
',
Dick, prithee, Sam, prithee, Tom,

m
Let the cann go round. Then hark to the boat/wain's

sE|=:S:IE:

whijlle ! whijlle ! Then hark to the boat/wain''s whijlle!

whijlle ! Bujlle, bujlle, bujlle, my boy : Let usJlir,

/itf kx fo»7, £»/ /rf'x rfn'fl£ «// J&f wfoV? For labour's the

s
-

. 1,
•

*. .

5=5

-K—W

—

h-3m
price of ourjoy, For labour's the price of ourjoy1

Life is checquer'd ; toil and pleafure

Fill up all the various meafure.

Hark ! the crew, with fun-burnt faces,

Chanting black-ey'd Sufan's graces

:

And, as they raife their notes

Thro* their rtifty throats,

On the deck is heard no other found, &c. &c.
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Life is checquer'd ; toil and pleafure

Fill up all the various meafure.

Hark ! the crew their cares difcarding

With huftle-cap, or with chuck-farthing

:

Still in a merry pin,

Let them lofe or win,

On the deck is heard no other found, &c. &c 9

SONG CVIII.

YOU THE POINT MAY CARRY.

mm^m
Tou the point may carry, If a whileyou tarry

;

—But

for you, I tell you true, no, you Fll never marry.

Tou the point may carry, Ifa whileyou iarry ;—Butfor

you, I tellyou true, no, you Fll never marry >
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Care our fouls difowning,

Punch our forrows drowning,
Laugh and love,

And ever prove

Joys our wifhes crowning^.

Care our, &e.

To the church I'll hand her.

Then thro* the world I'll wander :

I'll fob and figh

Until I die

A poor forfakeri gander.

To the church, &c.

Each pious prieft fince Mofes
One mighty truth difclofes

;

You're never vex't

If this his text,

Go fuddle all your nofes.

£ach pious, &c.

23 d

/
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SONG CIX.

HOW LITTLE DO THE LANDMEN KNOW.

How little do the landmen know Of what we Jailors

feel, When waves do mount and winds do blow ; But we

lijlflPNPPi
have hearts ofJleel. No danger can affright us,

No enemyJhallflout ; We'll make the monfieurs right

fSHilili^
us : So tofs the cann about.

Stick flout to orders, meflmates
;

We'll plunder, burn, and fink/

Then, France, have at your firft-rates i

For Britons never fhrink.

We'll rummage all we fancy

;

We'll bring them in by fcores

:

And Moll and Kate and Nancy
Shall roll in Louis d'ors.

I
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While here at Deal we're lying

With our noble commodore,
We'll fpend our wages freely, boys,

And then to fea for more.

In peace we'll drink and ling, boys

;

In war we'll never fly.

Here's a health to George our king, boys,

And the royal family.

SONG CX.

GOOD MORROW TO YOUR NIGHT*-CAP.

Dear Kathleen, you no doubtfind Sleep bow very fweet

His ; Dogs bark and cocks have crow'd out ; Tou never

dream how late 'tis. This morning gay I pojl away,

to bid Good morrow to your night-cap.

Ddij
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Laft night a little boufy
With whifky, ale, and cyder,

I afk'd young Betty Bloufy

To let me lit beiide her.

Her anger rofe

;

And, four as floes,

The little gipfey cock'd her nofe.

Yet here I've rid along to bid

Good morrow jto your night-cap.

SONG CXI.

WHEN MY WIFE IS LAID IN GROUND.

0 what pleafures will abound When my wife is

laid in ground! Let earth cover her, we'' 11 dance

over her, When my wife is laid in ground.

Oh how happy fhou'd I be
Would little Nyfa pig with me

!

How I'd mumble her, touze and tumble her,

Wou'd little Nyfa pig with me

!
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SONG CXII.

WHY HEAVES.

Why heaves myfond bo -fom ? Ah ! what can it mean ?

if
Why jiut-ters my heart which was oncefoje- rene f

mmmmMsm
Why thisJigh-ing and trembling when Daphne is near ?

1.1 m

Or why, whenJhe^s ab-fent, thisfor-row andfear?

Or why, when/he's abfent, thisfor-row andfear?

For ever, methinks, I with wonder could trace

The thowiand foft charms that embellifh thy face.

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find :

With thy face I am charm'd ; bat enilav'd by thy mind.

Untainted with folly ; unfullied by pride :

There native good humour and virtue refide.

Pray Heaven that virtue thy foul may fupply
With compaffion for him who without thee mufl die.
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SONG CXIIL

WHERE'S MY SWAIN. -

Where's my/wain fo blithe and clever? Why d'ye leave

Since you Jaid you 'd come to-morrow. Ifyou lov^d but

half as I do, You'd been here with looks fo bonny ;

Love hasfly-ing wings I well know, Notfor lingering

la - zy Johnny. Love has flying wings Iwell know,

ilHiiliiiiiin
Notfor lingering la - zy Johnny,
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What can he be now a-doing ?

Is he with the lalfes Maying ?

He had better here be wooing
Than with others fondly playing,

Tell me truly where he's roving,

That I may no longer forrow.

If he's weary grown of loving,

Let him tell me fo to-morrow.

Does fome fav'rite rival hide thee ?

Let her be the happy creature :

I'll not plague myfelf to chide thee^

Nor difpute with her a feature.

But I can't and will not tarry,

Nor will kill myfelf with forrow :

I may lofe the time to marry
If I wait beyond to-morrow.

Think not, Ihepherd, thus to brave r

If I'm yours, pray wait no longer

If you won't, another '11 have me.
I may cool but not grow fonder.

If your lovers, girls, forfake ye,

Whine not in defpair and forrow

;

Bleft another lad may make ye.

Stay for none beyond to-morrow.
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SONG CXIV.

THE LAND OF DELIGHT.

As you mean to fet failfor the land of delight
,

And in "wedlocks foft hammock to fwing ev>ry night

;

mmr

—

Ifyou hope that your voyage fuc-cefs-fulfhotfdprove.

HP—

»

mm

Fillyourfails with affection^ your cabins with love.

Fillyour fails with affection, your cabins with love.
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Fillyour fails with affeclion, your ca-bins with love.

Let your heart, like the main-maft, be ever upright,

And the union you boaft, like our tackle, be tight

;

Of the fhoals of indiff'rence be fure to keep clear,

And the quickfands of jealoufy never come near.

But if vapours and whims, like fea-licknefs, prevail,

You mull fpread all your canvas and catch the frem gale ;

For if brifk blows the wind and there comes a rough
fea,

You muft lower your top-fail and feud under lee.

If hufbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives,

They muft reckon themfelves, give the helm to theii

wives

:

For the fmoother we fail, boys, we're fafeft from harm,
And on fhipboard the head is ftill rul'd by the helm.

Then lift to your pilot, my boys, and be wife
;

If my precepts you fcorn and my maxims defpife,

A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn
;

And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn,
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SONG CXV.

THE OLD WOMAN'S SONG.

Old women we are, and as wife in the chair, and as

Jitfor the quorum as men. We canfcold on the bench,

and ex - amine a wench ; and like them, and like them,

and like them can be wrong now and then, now. and

ff^S ft? Ft E
then, now and then; and like them can be wrong now

Clioms.

and then. Fcr look the world thro\ and yotfllfindf
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nine in ten, Old women can do, Old women can do,

Old women can do as much as old men.

We can hear a fad cafe with a no-meaning face,

And tho' lhallow yet feem to be deep :

Leave all to the clerk ; and when matters grow dark,

Their worfhips had better go fleep.

For look, &c.

When our wifdom istafk'd, and hard queftions are afk'd,

We anfwer them beft with a fnore

;

We can mump a tit bit, and can joke without wit

:

And what can their worfhips do more ?

For look, &c,
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SONG CXVI.

THE THING.

on Fm ready to Jing. With hums or with haws ne'er

attempt to refufe : And egad, Sirs, P 11 give you the

thing, the thing ; and egad, Sirs, FUgiveyou the thing.

Conceited our beaux arm in arm walk the ftreet
\

In icllenefs take their full fwing

:

Each levels his glafs when a lady they meet

;

And if handfome, they fwear—fhe's the thing.

Thus at Smithfield the jockey his nag will commend i

What a Ihape ! why, he's fit for the king !

He's found wind and limb, on the word of a friend ;

And for fpirits—he's really the thing.

With fmile of felf-intereft the landlord imparts,

Butt-entire I always do bring :

Old ftingo I draw that will cherilh your hearts

;

And in flavour indeed—'tis the thing.
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See Jenny with Jocky to playhoufe repair

Mifs Brent to hear warble and ling
;

Pretenders to mufic, they praife ev'ry air

With I vow and proteft—Ihe's the thing.

The fportfman with joy views the hare in full fpeed,

In ecItaly hears the Iky ring
;

With cry of the hounds, and of each neighing fteed.

And in tranfport he cries
—

'tis the thing*

The prude her own perfon confults in the glafs,

Admiring her finger and ring
;

Then concludes that her beauty all others furpafs,

And that man mull confefs—(he's the thing.

Jack Tar, full of glee, to the garden will ftroll,

In fearcli, Sirs, of fomething like 1—g ;

There boards on Moll Jenkins, and fwears by his foul

She's rigg'd, fore and aft—quite the thing.

The parfon, well pleas'd, trims the fmoaking Sir Loin,

And flyly leers at the pudding ;

Lord blefs me, he cries, how nobly I dine !

O pudding and beef is—the thing !

But, clafp'd in the arms of a good-natur'd pair,

With mutual embraces we cling

;

That enjoyment alone difpels ev'ry care,

Which you all mull allow is—the thing.

3
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SONG CXVII.

HE STOLE MY TENDER HEART AWAY.

. Thefields were green, the bills were gay, And birds

is®
wereJinging on each fpray, When Colin met me in the

4:

grove, And told me tender tales of love* Was everfwaih

fo blithe iis he P So kind, fo faithful, andfo free P In

zwz•—a*—

l

fpite of all myfriends cou'dfay, Toung Colinflole my

heart away. In fpite of all myfriends coifdfay, Toung

Colin flole my heart away.
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Whene'er he trips the meads along

He fweetly joins the woodlark's fong

;

And when he dances on the green

There's none fo blithe as Colin feen.

If he's but by I nothing fear ;

For I alone an} all his care :

Then, fpite of all my friends can fay,

He's ftole my tender heart away.

My mother chides whene'er I roam,

And feems furpris'd I quit my home

;

But {he'd not wonder that I rove,

Did lhe but feel how much I love.

Full well I know the gqn'rous fwain
Will never give my bofom pain :

Then, fpite of airmy friends can fay,

He's Hole my tender heart away,
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SONG CXVIII.

\ COME ON, MY BRAVE TARS.

Come on, my brave tars, Lefs away to the wars, To

honour and glory advance ; For now we've beat

f-~ f-T — » £ *

m
Spain, Let us try this campaign To humble the pride

of old France, my brave boys -

y
to humble the pride of

iiliiiiil
old France.

See William, brave prince,

A true blue ev'ry inch,

Who will honour th' illuftrious name.

May he conqueror be

O'er our empire the fea,

And tranfmit Britifh laurels to fame,

My brave boys, &cc.
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Three heroes combin'd,

When the Dons they cou'd find,

Vied who fhou'd be Foremoft in battle

:

By no lee-more affrighted,

Altho* they're benighted,

They made Britifti thunder to rattle,

Brave boys, &c.

See Dalrymple, Prevoft,

Gallant Barringtoh too,

And Farmer who glorioufly fell

;

With brave Pearfon : all knew
That the hearts of true blue,

Once rouz'd, not the world cou'd excel,

My brave boys, &c.

With fuch heroes as thofe,

Tho' we've numberlefs foes,

Britifti valour refplendent mall mine

:

And we ftill hope to mow
That their pride will be low

In eighty, as fam'd fifty-nine,

My brave boys, &c.

Then, brave lads, enter here,

And partake of our cheer
;

You mail feaft and be merry and fing.

With the grog at your nofe

Drink fuccefs to true blues

:

Huzza ! and fay God fave the King !

My brave boys, &c.

F f
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BE

SONG CXIX.

TOHNNY's GREY BREEKS.

When I was in my fe^enteen years, I was baith

t »'
"

blithe and bonny, 0. The lads Icfed me baith far and

i— \-

near ; But I lo'ed nane but Johnny, 0. He gained

my heart in twa three weeks, He fpak? fae blithe and

ililliliililili
kindly, 0 ; And I made him new grey breeks Thatfitted

him mojl finely, 0. He gained my heart in twa three
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weeks, Hefpak'fae blithe and kindly, 0 ; And Imade him

new grey brecks Thatfitted him moft finely, 0.

He was a handfome fellow
;

His humour was baith frank and free

:

His bonny locks fae yellow,

Like gou'd they glitter'd in my ee\

His dimpPd chin and rofy cheeks,

And face fae fair and ruddy, O

;

And then a-days his grey breeks

Were neither auld nor duddy, O.

But now they are thread-bare worn

;

They're wider than they wont to be

;

They're tamed like and fair torn
;

And clouted fair on ilka knee.

But gin I had a fummer's day,

As I have had right mony, G,
I'll mak' a web o' new grey

To be breeks to my Johnny, Q«

For he's weel wordy o' them,
And better gin I had to gi'e

;

And I'll tak' pains upo' them
;

Frae fau'ts I'll ftrive to keep them free.

To clead him weel mail be my care,

And pleafe him a' my ftudy, O ;

But he maun wear the auld pair

A wee, tho' they be duddy, O,

F f ij
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For when the lad was in his prime,
Like him there was nae mony, O.

He ca'd me ay his bonny thing

:

Say, wha wou'd nae lo'e Johnny, O ?

Sae I lo'e Johnny's grey breeks

For a' the care they've gi'en me yet

;

And gin we live anither year
We'll keep them haill between us yet.

Now, to conclude his grey breeks

;

I'll ling them up wi' mirth and glee.

Here's luck to a' the grey fteeks

That mow themfelves upo' the knee *

And if wi' health I'm fpared

A wee while, as I wifh I may,
I lhall ha'e them prepared

As weel as ony that's o' grey.

••<••< •<••< <>< •< A-^-y-^f-i-y >•>->•>.>•>• »•

SONG CXX.

ALL YE WHO WOU'D WISH,

Allye who woiCd wifh to fucceed with a lafs, Learn

how the affair's to he done : For if youJlandfooling

andjhy, like an afs, Tou'll lofe her, lofe her, Toifll loft.
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her, as Jure as a gun.

With whining, and fighing, and vows, and all that,

As far as you pleafe you may run

:

She'll hear you and jeer you, and give you a pat

;

But jilt you, jilt you,

She'll jilt you, as fure as a gun.

To worfhip, and call her bright goddeis, is fine
\

But mark you the cpnfequence, mum :

The baggage will think herfelf really divine,

And fcorn you, fcorn you,

She'll fcorn you, as fure as a gun.

T}ien be with a maiden bold, frolic, and flout,

And no opportunity Ihun :

She'll tell you me hates you, and fwear fhe'll cry Qut

:

But mum—mum

—

But mum—file's as fure as a gun.

1
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CXXlL

FROM THE EAST BREAKS THE MORN.

From the eafl breaks the morn, See thefun-beams adorn

wizzzz:

The wild heath and the mountains fo high, Th&wild

—^—^-i-E^^^^ Ei^——

:

heath and the mountainsfo high. Shrilly opes the

Jlaunch hound, TheJleed neighs to the found, And the

lUpiilSlilip
floods and the valleys re ply. And the floods

and the valleys re - ply.
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Our forefathers, fo good,

Prov'd their greatnefs of blood

By encount'ring the pard and the boar

;

Ruddy health bloom'd the face,

Age and youth urg'd the chace,

And taught woodlands and forefts to roar.

Hence of noble defcent,

Hills and wilds we frequent,

Where the bofom of nature's reveal'd

;

Tho' in life's bufy day
Man of man make a prey,

Still let ours be the prey of the field.

With the chace in full fight,

Gods ! how great the delight

!

How our mutual fenfations refine

!

Where is care ? where is fear ?

Like the winds in the rear,

And the man's loft in fomething divine.

Now to horfe, my brave boys :

Lo ! each pants for the joys

That anon Ihall enliven the whole :

Then at eve we'll difmount,

Toils and pleafures recount,

And renew the chace over the bowl.
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SONG CXXIL

JAMIE GAY.
Affcttuofo;

As Jamie Gay gae*d blithe his way Along the

tripping o'er the mead. 'The heartyfwain, untaught

to feign, the buxom nymph furvey*d ; And,

full of glee as lad coifd be, Be-fpoke the blooming

=F
maid*

3
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Dear laflie, tell, why by thy fell

Thou lonely wander'ft here ?

My ewes, fhe cry'd, are ftraying wide
\

Canft tell me, laddie, where ?

To town I hie, he made reply,

Some pleafing fport to fee :

But thou'rt fo neat, fo trim, fo fweet,

I'll feek thy ewes with thee.

She gave her hand, nor made a (land

;

But lik'd the youth's intent

:

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale,

Right merrily they went.

The birds fang fweet, the pair to greet,

And flow'rets bloom'd around

;

"And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd,

And lovers joys when crown' d.

And now the fun had rofe to noon,

The zenith of his pow'r,

When to the made their fteps they made
To pafs the mid-day hour.

The bonny lad row'd in his plaid

The lafs, who fcorn'd to frown :

She foon forgot the ewes fhe fought,

And he to gang to town.

G g
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SONG CXXIII.

THE WHISTLING PLOWMAN,
Recit.am
The whijlling plowman hails the blujhing dawn : The

thrujh melodious drowns the ruftic note : Loud Jings the

m
blackbird thro* refounding groves : And the lark fears

to meet the rijing fun. Away to the copfe, to the copfe

m
lead away ; And now, my boys, throw off the hounds,

—r *

I'll warrant heJJjows us, beJbows usfome play : See

yonder heJkulks thro'
1

the grounds See
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—

1

—- -
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'

.ft i.

1t Ms-
yonder heJkulks thro' the grounds. Thenfpuryour brifk

.ft m. * -M- . am* r-^i^^Nr-r--^-

cour/ers, and/moke Jem, my bloods ; "'tis a delicate/cent-

=£ctp:±

ly - ing morn : What concert is equal to thofe of the

It
— ~"

—

3fej—

#

woods ; betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn? The hounds

» ^-^-P. ft

#/zd £or/2, hounds and the horn, the hounds and

- betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn.
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Each earth, fee, he tries at in vain,

The cover no fafety can find

;

So he breaks it and fcow'rs amain,

And leaves us at diftance behind.

O'er rocks and o'er rivers and hedges we fly
;

All hazard and danger we fcorn.

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die

:

Cheer up the good dogs with the horn.

And now he fcarce creeps thro' the dale
;

All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue
;

His fpeed can no longer prevail

;

Nor his life can his cunning prolong.

From our ftaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that he fled

See his brufh falls* bemir'd forlorn !

The farmers with pleafure behold him lie dead,

And Ihout to the found of the horn.

SONG CXXIV.

RAIL NO MORE.

Rail no more, ye learned ajfes, 'Gain/l thejoys the

L_ I

howlfupplies. Sound its depth, andfillyour glajjes ;
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higher : Shallow draughtsperplex the brain : Sipping

quenches all ourfire ; Bumpers light it up agai - -

h-

- n. Sipping quenches all ourfire

;

t> ...... j-.lj ... „ ~d~
Bumpers light it up a - gain

Draw the fcene for wit and pleafure

;

Enter jollity and joy

;

We for thinking have no leifure
;

Manly mirth is our employ.

Since in life there's nothing certain,

We'll the prefent hour engage
;

And, when death fhall drop the curtain,

With applaufe we'll quit the ftage.
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SONG CXXV.

PLATO's ADVICE.

Says Pla-to, whyJhoiCd man be vain ? Since boun-

xf-— P
teous heaifn has made him great, Why looketh he with

infolent difdain On thofe undeck*dwith wealth orjlatc ?

health, or eafe the brow of care?
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The fcepter'd king, the burthen'd flave,

The humble, and the haughty, die ;

The rich, the poor, the bafe, the brave,

In duft, without diftinction, lie.

Go fearch the tombs where monarchs reft,

Who once the greater! titles bore

:

The wealth and glory they porTefs'd,

And all their honours, are no more.

So glides the meteor thro' the iky,

And fpreads along a gilded train

;

But, when its fhort-liv'd beauties die,

Diflblves to common air again.

So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls !

—

Let friendfhip reign while here we ftay

;

Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls,—
When Jove us calls we muft away.
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SONG CXXVI.

EILL YOUR GLASSES.

»TT-

Fillyour glaffes, bani/h grief, Laugh , and worldly care

piiifipllilip
defpife : Sorrow ne'er will bring relief: Joyfrom drink

— r—— * p£2

<^

xe'f// flri/£. ^T/^Jhould we, with wrinkVd care.

en n7c
Change what nature made fo fair P Drink, andfet the

heart at rejl ; Of a bad market make the beft.

Bufy brains, we know, alas

!

With imaginations run,

Like the fands i' th' hour-glafs,

Turn'd, and turn'd, and ftill run on
;

Never knowing where to flay,

But uneafy ev'ry way.

Drink, and fet the heart at reft ;

Peace of mind is always beft.

3
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Some purfue the winged wealth

;

Some to honours high afpire :

Give me freedom, give me health ;

There's the firm of my delire.

What the world can more prefent

Will not add to my content

:

Drink, and fet the heart at reft

;

Peace of mind is always breft.

Mirth, when mingled with our wine^

Makes the heart alert and free
;

Should it fnow, or rain, or mine,

Still the fame thing 'tis with me.
There's no fence againft our fate ;

Changes daily on us Wait.

Drink, and fet your hearts at reft -

y

Of a ba<f market make the beft.

HK
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WHEN I WAS A YOUNG ONE.

JVhen I was a young one, what girl was like me P So

iiipli
wanton, Jo airy, and brijk as a bee : I tattPd, I

rambPd, I laugh
1

d, and where'er Afiddle was heard

\

Pips
to he Jure, I was there.

To all that came near I had fomething to fay.

*Twas this, Sir ! and that, Sir ! but fcarce ever nay
And Sundays dreft out in my filks and my lace

:

I warrant I flood by the beft in the place.

At twenty I got me a hufband—poor man !

Well reft him—we all are as good as we can
:'

Yet he was fo peevilh, he'd quarrel for ftraws,

And jealous—tho' truly I gave him feme caufe.

I
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He fhub'd me and huff'd me—but let me alone,

Egad I've a tongue—and I paid him his own :

Ye wives take the hint, and, when fpoufe is untow'rd,

Stand firm to our charter—and have the laft wTord.

But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe,

I'm not what 1 was forty fummers ago

:

This Time's a fore foe, there's no Ihunning his dart

;

However, I keep up a pretty good heart.

Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum chance
;

I itill fove a tune, tho' unable to dance :

And, books of devotion laid by on the fhelf,

I teach that to others—I once did myfelf.

Hhij
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SONG cxxvnr.

WHEN WAR's ALARMS.

When war's alarms enticed my Willyfrom me, My

poor heart withgriefdidfigh : Eachfond remembrance

i
brought frejl) forrow on me ; I 'woke e'er yet tie morn

3

was nigh. No other cou'd delight him : Ah! why did I

arm
e'erflight him? Coldly anfw'ring hisfond tale y Which

drove him far Amidjl the rage of war, And leftfilly me

thus to bewail.
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But I no longer, tho' a maid forfaken,

Thus will mourn like yonder dove

:

F3r, 'ere the lark to-morrow fiiall awaken

I will feek my abfent love.

The hoftile country over

I'll fly to feek my lover,

Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear ;

Nor diftant more,

Nor cannon's roar,

Shall longer keep me from my dear.

SONG CXXIX.

THERE WAS A JOLLY MILLER.

245

pliliiigiglll
There was a jolly miller once liv'd on the river Bee

He danc dand hefungfrom morn till night ; no larkfo

blithe as he. And this the burden ofhisfongfor e~ver

us'dto be: Icarefor nobody, no, not I> if no-bo-dy

Hi
caresfor me*
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I live by my mill, God blefs her ! file's kindred, child,

and wife ;

I would not change my ftation for any other in life.

No lawyer, furgeon, or doclor, e'er had a groat from me.
I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me.

When fpring begins its merry career, oh ! how his heart
grows gay !

No fummer's drouth alarms his fears, nor winter's fad
decay ;

No forefight mars the miller's joy, who's wont to fing

and fay,

Let others toil from year to year, 1 live from day to day.

Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice and
fing •:

The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on
the wing.

This fong fhall pafs from me to thee, along this jovial

ring :

J^et heart and voice and all agree, to fay,—long livG the

King!

SONG CXXX.

THE ECHOING HOR.N.

The echoing horn calls the fportftnen abroad; To horfe,

my brave boys, and away. The morning is up, and the
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cry of the bounds Upbraids our too tedious delay. What

-f-r r -
i-tf

pleafure wefeel in purfuing thefox ! O'er hill and o'er

piiipitillpili
valley he flies : Then follow, we'llfoon overtake him,

0

gi=liil&§iili=
huzza ! The traitor is fciz'd on, and dies* He dies

- The traitor is feiz'd on and dies.

Chorus
—

K

mmmmmm 3E
Then follow, we'llfoon overtake him, huzza! The tral

mmm
tor isfeiz'd on, and dies.
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Triumphant returning at night with the fpoil,

Like Bacchanals, mouting and gay
;

How fweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefli,

An4 drown the fatigues of the day !

With fport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy y

Dull wifdom all happinefs fours.

Since life is no more than a palfage at beft,

Let's ftrew the way over with flow'rs.

With flow'rs ; lets ftrew, &c

-4»4..<-4^,.<.*^..^..<W».->.>->.J>->->J»-»..j(1,

SONG CXXXt

A COBLER THERE WAS.

imp r.

.

frirEs:- F=L=i Sir

A cobkr there wc

± £
is, and I>e tiv*d in a ftall ; Which

2 5*P
ferv'd himfor parlour, for kitchen, and hall. No coin in

bis packet, no care in his pate ; No ambition had he, nor

yet duns at hisgate. Derry down% down, down, derrydown.
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Contented he work'd ; and he thought himfelf happy
If at night he could purchafe a cup of brown nappy

:

He'd laugh, then, and whittle, and ling, too, moll fweetj

Saying, juft to a hair I've made both ends to meet.

Derry down, &c.

But love, the difturber of high and of low,

That moots at the peafant as well as the beau,

He mot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart-

I wilh it had hit fome more ignoble part.

Derry down, &c.

It was from a cellar this archer did play,

Where a buxom young damfel continually lay :

Her eyes fhone fo bright, when Hie rofe ev'ry day,

That fhe mot the poor cobler quite over the way.
Derry down, &c.

He fung her love-fongs as he fat at his work

;

But fhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turki
Whenever he fpoke fhe would flounce and would fleer }

Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair.

Derry down, &e.

He took up his awl that he had in the world*

And to make away with himfelf was refolv'd :

He pierc'd thro' his body inftead of the sole ;

So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll.

Derry down, &c.

And now, in good-will, I advlfe as a friend

:

All cbblers take notice of this cobler's end :

Keep your hearts out of love ; for we find; fcy what's
paft,

That love brings us all to an end at the last,

Derry down, down* down, derry down*

li
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THE DUSKY NIGHT.

The du/ky night rides down theJky, And ujhers in

the mom ; The hounds alljoin injovial cry, The hounds

alljoin injovial cry ; The hunt/man winds his horn,

The hunt/man winds his horn. And a hunting we will

gof A hunting we will go, A hunting we will

go A hunting we will go. And a hunting we will

*—i

go, A hunting we will go, And hunting we will
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go , A hunting we willgo*

The wife around her hufband throws

Her arms to make him (lay :

My dear, it rains, it hails, it blows,

You cannot hunt to-day.

Yet a hunting, &c.

Sly Reynard now like light'ning flies,

And fweeps acrofs the vale ;

But when the hounds too near he fpies

He drops his bufhy tail.

Then a hunting, &c.

Fond echo feems to like the fport,

And join the jovial cry

;

The woods and hills the found retort,

And mufic fills the Iky,

When a hunting, &-c.

At laft his ftrength to faintnefs worn,
Poor Reynard ceafes flight

;

Then hungry homeward we return
To feaft away the night.

And a drinking, &c.

Ye jovial hunters in the morn
Prepare then for the chace ;

Rife at the founding of the horn,
And health with fport embrace*
When a hunting, &c.
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SONG CXXXIII.

YE BELLES AND YE FLIRTS.

Te belles qndye flirts, andye pert little things. Who

trip in thisfrolicfome round j Prithee tell mefrom

whence this indecency fprings, Thefexes at once to con-

found? What means the cocked hat and the mafculine air,

With, each motion defign'd to perplex ? Bright eyes were

intended to langvifjj, notflare\ Andfoftnefs the tefl of

your fex} deargirls; Andfoftnefs the tep ofyourfex.
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The girl who on beauty depends for fupport

May call ev'ry art to her aid

;

The bofom difplay'd, and the petticoat lhort,

Are famples fhe gives of her trade

:

' But you on whom fortune indulgently fmiles,

And whom pride has preferv'd from the fnare,

Should fiyly attack us with coynefs and wiles,

Not with open and infolent airs,

Brave girls, not with, &c.

The Venus, whofe ftatue delights all mankind,
Shrinks modeflly back from the view ;

And kindly fhou'd feem by the artift defign'd

To ferve as a model for you.

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air,

Nor venture too much to reveal

:

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care,

And double each charm you conceal,

Sweet girls, and double, &c

The blufhes of morn and the mildnefs of May
Are charms which no art can procure.

Oh ! be but yourfelves and our homage we'll pay,

And your empire is folid and fure.

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants,

And put us in fear of our lives,

You may do very well for fillers and aunts

;

Jut, believe me, you'll never be wives,

Poor girls, believe me, &c
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SONG CXXXIV.

ON A BANK OF FLOW'RS.

m
On a bank offlowers, in a fummer's day, inviting

i i
and undrefs

J
d, In her bloom ofyears bright Celia lay,

/oz/^ awJ opprefs'd; When a youthfulfwain9

0—*

if£^ admiring eyes, WiJJfd he durjl thefair maidfur»

^>r//£, With a fa, la, la, &c. Butfeared approach-

ingfpies.

As he gaz'd a gentle breeze arofe

That fann'd her robes afide ;

^.nd the fleeping nymph did charms difclofe

Which, waking, me would hide
j
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Then his breath grew fhort, and his pulfe beat high -

9

He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to fpy,
.

With a fa, la, la, &c.
But durft not yet draw nigh.

All amaz'd he flood, with her beauties fir'd,

And btefs'd the courteous wind ;

Then in whifpers figh'd, and the gods defir'd

That Celia might be kind.

Then, with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain

:

But (he laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again,

With a fa, la, la, &c.
Repell'd the tim'rous fwain.

Yet, when once defire has inflam'd the foul,

All modeft doubts withdraw;

And the god of love does each fear controul

That would the lover awe.

Shall a prize like this, fays the vent'rous boy,

Efcape, and I not the means employ,
With a fa, la, la, &c.

To feize the proffer'd joy ?

Here the glowing youth, to relieve his pain,

The flumb'ring maid carefs'd,

And, with trembling hands, (oh ! the limple fwain !)
Her glowing bofom prefs'd.

Then the virgin wak'd and affrighted flew,

Yet look'd as wifhing he would purfue,

With a fa, la, la, &c.
But Damon mils'd his cue.

Now, repenting that he had let her fly,

Himfelf he thus accus'd :

What a dull and ftupid thing was I

That fuch a chance abus'd !

To my lhame 'twill now on the plains be faid,

Damon a virgin alleep betray'd,

With a fa, la, la, &c
Yet let her go a maid I
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YOU KNOW I'M YOUR PRIEST.

'•r.-t r
^ 1^ ^

J
w—]^ — r—

r prieft, and your confcience is mine;

But ifyou grow wicked, 'tis not a goodftgn : So leave

off your raking, and marry a wife; And then, my dear

Darby, you're fettledfor life. Sing a Ballina-mona,

iElpfligilipSlii
0 - ro, Ballina-mona, 0 - ro, Ballina - mona, 0- ro9

A good merry weddingfor mc*

1
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The banns being publifiVd, to chapel we go,

The bride and the bridegroom, in coats white as fnow

;

So modeft her air, and fo meepifh your look,

You out with your ring, and I pull out my book.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A good merry wedding for me.

I thumb out the place, and I then read away

;

She blufhes at love, and fhe whifpers obey

;

You take her dear hand to have and to hold

;

I ftiut up my book, and I pocket your gold.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.

That mug little guinea for me.

The neighbours wifh joy to the bridegroom and bride 5

The pipers before us, you march fide by fide
;

A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face

;

The piper plays up, and myfelf I fay grace.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A good wedding-dinner for me.

The joke now goes round, and the flocking is thrown £
The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone ;

*Tis then, my dear boy, I believe you're at home ;

And hey for a chriftening at nine months to come.
Sing Ballinamona, &c.

A good merry chriftening for me.

Kk
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SONG CXXXVL

BALLINAMONA,

To the foregoing tune.

Herever Pm going, and all the day long,

At home and abroad, or alone in a throng,

I find that my paffion's fo lively and ftrong,

That your name, when I'm filent, ftill runs in my fong*

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A kifs of your fweet lips for me.

Since the firft time I faw you I take no repofe

;

I fleep all the day to forget half my woes

;

So hot is the flame in my ftomach that glows,

By St Patrick ! I fear it will burn thro' my clothes,

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
Your pretty black hair for me.

In my confcience I fear I mail die in my grave,

Unlefs you comply and poor Phelim will lave,

And grant the petition your lover does crave,

Who never was free till you made him your flave,

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
Your pretty black eyes for me.

On that happy day when I make you my bride,

With a fwinging long fword, how I'll ftrut and I'll ftride

!

With coach and fix. horfes with honey I'll ride,

As before you I walk to the church by your fide.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.

Your lily-white fift for me,
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SONG CXXXVII.

GRAMACHREE MOLLY.

As down on Banna's banks IJlray'd, One evening in

May, The little birds in blithejl notes Made local ev'ry

/pray : Tbeyfang their little tales of love, Theyfung thent

o'er and o'er. Ah Gramachree, ma Colleenouge, ma

Molly AJhtorel

The daify pied, and all the fweets

The dawn of nature yields
;

The primrofe pale, the vi'let blue,

Lay featt'red o'er the fields :

Such fragrance in the bofom lies

Of her whom I adore.

Ah Graiiiachree, &c<

Kkij &
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I laid me down upon a bank,

Bewailing my fad fate,

That doom'd me thus the Have of love

And cruel Molly's hate :

How can Ihe break the honeft heart

That wears her in its core ?

Ah Gramachree, &c.

You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear ;

Ah ! why did I believe ?

Yet, who could think fuch tender words
Were meant but to deceive ?

That love was all I afk'd on earth ;

Nay, heav'n could give no more.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Oh had I all the flocks that graze

On yonder yellow hill,

Cr low'd for me the numerous herds

That yon green pafture fill

;

With her I love I'd gladly mare
My kine and fleecy ftore.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Two turtle doves above my head
Sat courting on a bough ;

I envied not their happinefs,

To fee them bill and coo :

Such fondnefs once for me fhe fhew'd

;

But now, alas J 'tis o'er.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,

Thy lofs I e'er mall mourn

;

Whilft life remains in Strephon's heart

'Twill beat for thee alone :

Tho* thou art falfe, may heav'n on thee

Its ehoiceft bleflings pour !

Ah Gramachree, &c.
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SONG CXXXVIII.

THE MAID IN BEDLAM.

T*) the foregoing tune.

ONE morning very early, one morning in the fpring,

I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did ling

;

Her chains Ihe rattled on her hands, while fweetly thus

fung Ihe

:

I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O cruel were his parents, who fent my love to fea

;

And cruel, cruel was the mip that bore my love from me

:

Yet I love his parents, lince they're his, altho' they've

ruin'd me ;

And I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O mould it pleafe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the

fky,

I'd claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly;

To guard him from all dangers how happy mould I be

!

For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

I'll make a ftrawy garland, I'll make it wond'rous fine

;

With rofes, lilies, dailies, I'll mix the eglantine

;

And I'll prefent it to my love when he returns from fea ;

For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaft !

Or if I were a nightingale, to ling my love to reft !

To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward Ihou'd be

;

For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O if I were an eagle, to foar into the (ky

!

I'd gaze around with piercing eyes, where I my love

might fpy

:

But ah ! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er mall fee

;

Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.
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HARK AWAY.

iiiiifiilli
The moment Au- ro-ra peeped in-to my room, Iput

on my clothes and I calVdfor mygroom: Will Whi/lle,

by this, bad uncoupVd the hounds ; Who lively and

mettlefomefrijttd o'er thegrounds. And now we're all

lli^gilglllliil
faddVd, fleet, dapple, and grey ; Who feem'd longing

to hear the gladfound hark away ! Hark away !

Hark away ! Who feem'd longing to bear thegladfound
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immune
hark a - way !

'Twas now, by the clock, about five in the morn

;

And we all gallop'd off to the found of the horn :

Jack Garter, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the goofe,

When, all of a fudden, out Harts Mrs Pufs :

Men, horfes, and dogs, not a moment would (lay,

And echo was heard to cry, Hark, hark away !

The courfe was a fine one fLe took o'er the plain

;

Which (he doubl'd, and doubl'd, and doubl'd again ;

Till at lalt Ihe to cover return'd out of breath,

Where I and Will Whittle were in at the death :

Then, in triumph, for you I the hare did difplay

;

And cry'd to the horns, my boys, Hark, hark away !
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MY TRIM-BUILT WHERRY.

Then farewell, my trim-built wherry, Oars and coat

and badge, farewell ; Never more at Chelfea ferry

g^iiiSiiiiiii
Shall your Thomas take a fpelU Then farewell, my

trim-built wherry, Oars and coatand badge, farewell;

fe:piipltSll|§l
Never more at Chelfea fer - ryJhallyour Thomas

take a fpell--; Shallyour Tho-mas take a fpelh
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But, j:o hope and peace a ftranger,

In the battle's heat I go ;

Where, expos'd to ev'ry danger,

Some friendly ball mall lay me low.

Then, mayhap, when homeward fleering,

With the news my meflmates come

;

Even you, my ftory hearing,

With a figh may cry—poor Tom

!

7.1
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THE BONNY SAILOR.

My bonny Jailor won my mind ; My heart is now

mmwmmmm
with him at fea ; I hope thefummer's wejlern breeze

will bring him fafe-ly back to me: Iwijh to hear

what glorious toils
i
What dangers he has un-dergone !

Whatforts he'sJlonrfd! Howgreat thefpoilsfrom France

or Spain my failor's won ! My failor's wony myfailor
J
s

mi mmhi
won ; .From France or Spain my failor's won.
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A thoufand terrors chill'd my breaft

When fancy brought the foe in view

;

And day and night I've had no reft,

Left ev'ry gale a tempeft blew.

Bring, gentle gales, my failor home ;

His fliip at anchor may I fee !

Three years are, fure, enough to roam
;

Too long for one who loves like me.

His face, by fultry climes, is wan ;

His eyes, by watching, mine lefs bright

But ftill I'll own my charming man,
And run to meet him when in fight.

His honeft heart is what I prize

;

No weather can make that look old :

T.ho' alter'd were his face and eyes

I'll love mv jolly failor bold.

L 1 ij
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HOW IMPERFECT IS EXPRESSION.

liiililptliSi
How imperfeEl is exprejjion Some e - motions to

im part I When we mean a fqft confejfion, and yetfeek

to hide the heart. When our bofoms, all complying,

With de - licious tu - mults /well, And beat what bro-

35SH^t-H

ken, Jaltering, dying, language would, but can-not,

tell.
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Deep confufion's rofy terror,

Quite expreffive paints my cheek.

Afk no more—behold your error >

Blulhes eloquently fpeak.

What tho' lilent is my anguim,
Or breath'd only to the air ?

Mark my eyes ; and, as they languifh,

Read what yours have written there. .

0 that you could once conceive me

!

Once my heart's ftrong feelings view !

Love has nought more fond, believe me ;

Friendfllip nothing half lb true.

How imperfect is expreffion

, Some emotions to impart

!

When we mean a foft confeflion,

And yet feek to hide the heart.

* i
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Slow.

SONG CXLIII.

SAE MERRY AS WE TWA HAE BEEN.

A lafs that was laden with care fat hea-vi-ly under

yon thorn , I BJlerfd a whilefor to hear, When thus

is

Jhe be-gan for to mourn : Whene'er my dearJhepherd

was here, the birds did melodioujlyfing, And cold nip-

ping winter did wear Aface that refemhled the

^3 I

fpring. Sae merry as we twa hae been ; Sae merry as

iiiil
we twa hae been ; My heart it is likefor to break

3
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when I think on the days we have feen.

Our flocks feeding clofe by his fide,

He gently preffing my hand,

I view'd the wide world in its pride,

And laugh'd at the pomp of command !

My dear, he wou'd oft to me fay,

What makes you hard-hearted to me ?

Oh ! why do you thus turn away
From him who is dying for thee!

Sae merry, &c.

But now he is far from my fight,

And perhaps a deceiver may prove

;

Which makes me lament day and night.

That ever I granted my love.

At eve, when the reft of the folk

Are merrily feated to fpin,

I fet myfelf under an oak,

And heavily figh for him.
Sae merry, &c,
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SONG CXLIV.

YE LADS OF TRUE SPIRIT.

Te lads of true fpirit,pay court/hip to claret, Released

from the trouble of thinking ; A fool, long ago, faid we

nothing could know ; Thefellow knew nothing ofdrink-

ing. To pore over Plato, or praflife with Cato, Dif-

pajjionate dunces might make us ; But men, now more

Bacchus*
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Big-wig'd, in fine coach, fee the dodtor approach ;

He folemnly up the Hair paces

;

l»ooks grave—fmells his cane—applies finger to vein,

And counts the repeats with grimaces.

As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at ftand—
A tofs up which party fhall take us.

Away with fuch cant—no prefcription we want
But the nourifhing noftrum of Bacchus.

We jollily join in the practice of wine,

While mifers 'midft plenty are pining
;

While ladies are fcorning, and lovers are mourning,
We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining.

Drink, drink, now 'tis prime ; tofs a bottle to Time,
He'll not make fuch hafte to o'ertake us

;

His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement.
By the ftyptical balfam of Bacchus.

What work is there made, by the newfpaper trade,

Of this man's and t'other man's ftation '

The ins are all bad, and the outs are all mad

;

In and out is the cry of the nation.

The politic patter which both parties chatter,

From bumpering freely Ihan't make us
;

With half-pints in hand, independent we'll ftand

To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus.

Be your motions well-tim'd; be all charg'd and all prirn'd;

Have a care—right and left—and make ready.

Right hand to glafs join—at your lips reft your wine ;

Be all in your exercife fteady.

Our levels we boaft when our women we toaft ;

May gracioufly they undertake us

!

No more we defire—fo drink and give fire,

A volley to beauty and Bacchus

!

3 M m
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SONG CXLV.

LET's BE JOVIAL.

Let's bejovial, fill our glajfes, Madnefs 'tisfor us

m
to think, How the world is ruVd by ajfes. And the

wife arefwafd by chink. Never let vain cares opprefs

us, Riches are to them a Jnare ; We are all as rich as

' miiiiiggEEMils
Crafus, While our bottle drowns our care.

Wine will make us red as rofes,

And our forrows quite forget

;

Come let's fuddle all our nofes,

Drink ourfelves quite out of debt.

When grim Death comes looking for us

We are toping off our bowls

;

Bacchus joining in the chorus,

Death begone ! here's none but foul,?.
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Godlike Bacchus thus commanding,
Trembling Death away mall fly \

Ever after underftanding,

Drinking fouls can never die.

SONG CXLVI.

WITH AN HONEST OLD FRIEND.

fiajk of eld port, let meJit the night long ; And laugh

at the malice of thofe who repine That they mujlfwig

porter while I can drink wine.

M m ij
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I envy no mortal, though ever fo great,

Nor icorn I a wretch for his lowly eftate

;

But what I abhor, and efteem as a curfe,

Is poornefs of fpirit, not poornefs in purfe.

Then dare to be generous, dauntlefs, and gay -

y

Let's merrily pafs life's remainder away :

Upheld by our friends, we our foes may defpife

;

For the more we are envied the higher we rife.

SONG CXLVIL

THE HONEST FELLOW.
Moderate.

Pho! pox of this nonfenfe, I prithee give o'er, Andtalk

of your Fhillis and Chloe no more ; Theirface, and

* mm
their air, and their mien—what a rout! Here's to thee,

..Chorus.
*—K 1-

=3=3=6

my lad, pujh the bottle about. Here's to thee, my
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lad, to tbee, my lad; Here's to tbee, my lad, pujh

TT^T~ir!

"":T*""1~'T1
—— —;

—

the bottle about.

Let finical fops play the fool and the ape

;

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape :

But we honeft fellows—'fdeath ! who'd ever think

Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ?

'Tis wine, only wine, that true pleafure beftows
;

Our joys it increafes, and lightens our woes

;

Remember what topers of old us'd to fing,

The man that is drunk is as great as a king.

If Cupid afiaults you, there's law for his tricks

;

Anacreon's cafes, fee page twenty-fix

:

The precedent's glorious, and juit, by my foul

!

Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl.

What's life but a frolic, a fong, and a laugh.

My toaft fhall be this, whilft I've liquor to quaff,

May mirth and good fellowfhip always abound :

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round,.
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SONG CXLVIII. -

COME, NOW, ALL YE SOCIAL POW'RS.

Come, now, allyefacialpowers, Shed your infiwmce

(Per us ; Crown withjoy the prefent hours, Enliven thofe

before us : Bring the flajk, the mujic bring, JoyJhall

quicklyfind us j Drink, and dance, and laugh, andJing%

Chorus.

And cajl dull care behind us. Bring the flqjk, the

mujic bring, JoyJhall quicklyfind us; Drink, anddance,

and laugh, andfing, And cajl dull care behind us.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Love, thy godhead I adore,

Source of generous paffion

;

But will ne'er bow down before

Thofe idols wealth or falhion.

Bring the flafk, &c.

Friendfhip, with thy frnile divine.

Brighten all our features
5

What but friendlhip, love, and wine.

Can make us happy creatures ?

Bring the flalk, &<c.

Why the deuce mould we be fad

While on earth we moulder ?

Grave, or gay, or wife, or mad.
We ev'ry day grow older.

Bring the flafk, &c.

Then fince time will fteal away
Spite of all our forrow

;

Heighten ev'ry joy to-day,

Never mind to-morrow.-

Bring the flalk, &c.
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SONG CXLIX.

CATO's ADVICE.

iilgpigpiplip
What Cato advifes mojl certainly wife is, Not aU

ppilip&^Ppiii
ways to labour, but fometimes to play: To minglefweet

pleafure with fearch after treafure, Indulging at night

for the toils of the day ; And while the dull mifer e-

i i S KT-fcS

*±S±}
fleems himfelf wifer, his bags to increafe, while his

health does decay, Our fouls we enlighten, aurfancies

we brighten, And pafs the long evenings in pleafure
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away.

All cheerful and hearty, we fet afide party,

With fome tender fair the bright bumper is crown'd

;

Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us,

While care in an ocean of claFet is drown'd :

See, here's our phylician, we know no ambition,

But where there's good wine and good company found >

Thus happy together, in fpite of all weather,

'Tis funfhine and furruner with us the year round,

Nn
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SONG CL.

THE BROWN JUG.

Dear Tom, this brown jug, that nowfoams with mild

ale, (In which I will drink to fweet Nan of the vale),

Was once Toby Filpot, a thirfly oldfoulAs e'er crack*d

a bottle orfathom''d a bowl. In boozing a - - bout

'twas his praife to ex- eel, And amongjolly to-pers he

bore of the bell he

bore of the bell.
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It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eafe,

In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleafe,

With a friend and a pipe puffing forrow away,
And with honeft old (lingo was foaking his clay,

His breath-doors of life on a fudden were fhut,

And he dy'd full as big as a Dorchefter butt.

His body when long in the ground it had lain,

And time into clay had refolv'd it again,

A potter found out in its covert fo fnug,

And with part of fat Toby he form' d this brown jug-

Now, facred to friendfhip, to mirth, and mild ale
;

So here's to my lovely fweet Nan of the vale,

N n i

j
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SONG CLI.

THE VICAR OF ERAY.

In good King Charles's golden days, When loyalty no

ilSlliilliiiii
harm meant, A zealous high-church-man I was, Andfo

iifiiiigigjlitii
Igot preferment. To teach my flock I never mijl.

mmmmmmm
Kings are by God appointed, And damned are thofe that

Choru^

do rcfjl, or touch the Lord's anointed : And this is

p m

law, I will maintain, Until my dy-ivg day. Sir, That
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wbatfoever kingJJfall reign, Til he the Vicar of Bray,

Sir.

When Royal James obtain'd the crown,
And popery came in fafhion,

The penal laws I hooted down,
And read the Declaration :

The church of Rome I found would fit

Full well my conftitution
;

And had become a Jefuit,

But for the Revolution.

And this is law, &c,

When William was cur king declar'd

To eafe the nation's grievance,

With this new wind about I fteer'd,

And fwore to him allegiance :

Old principles I did revoke,

Set confcience at a difiance
;

Paliive-obedience was a joke,

A jeft was non-reliftance.

And this is law, Sec.

When gracious Anne became our queen,
The church of England's glory,

Another face of things was feen,

And 1 became a tory :

Occalional conformifts bafe,

I damn'd their moderation

;

And thought the church in danger was
By fuch prevarication.

And this is law, &c.
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When George, in pudding-time, came o'er,

And mod'rate men look'd big, Sir,

I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more,

And fo became a whig, Sir ;

And thus preferment I procur'd

From our new faith's defender
i

And almoft ev'ry day abjur'd

The Pope and the Pretender,

And this is law, &e.

Th' illuftrious houfe of Hanover,
And Proteftant fucceffion

;

To thefe I do allegiance fwear

—

While they can keep pofTeflion

;

For in my faith and loyalty,

I never more will falter,

And George my lawful king fhall be-—*

Until the times do alter.

And this is law, &c.
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SONG CLII.

THE WOMEN ALL TELL ME.

The women all tell me Vmfalfe to my lafs ; That I

quit my poor Chloe, andflick to my glafs : But to you,

ipipisiiiiii
men of reafon, my reafotis Vll own ; And ifyou don't

fs
—

1

. *
—

like them, why, let them alone.

Although I have left her, the truth I'll declare ;

I believe {he was good, and I'm fure me was fair

:

But goodneis and charms in a bumper I fee

That make it as good and as charming as Ihe.

My Chloe had dimples and fmiles, I muft own

;

But, though ihe could fmile, yet in truth me could frown ^

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine,

Did you e'er fee a frown in a bumper of wine ?

Her lilies and rofes were juft in their prime
;

Yet lilies and rofes are conquer'd by time :

But, in wine, from its age fuch benefit flows,

That we like it the better the older it grows..

3
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They tell me my love would in time have been cloy'd,

And that beauty's infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd ;

But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy,

For, the longer I drink the more thirfty am I,

Let murders, and battles, and hiftory, prove
The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love :

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends

;

For, the more we love liquor the more we are friends.

She, too, might have poifon'd the joy of my life

With hurfes, and babies, and fqualling, and ftrife

:

But my wine neither nurfes nor babies can bring,

And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing.

We fhorten otir days when with love we engage

;

It brings on difeafes, and haftens old age

:

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave,

And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the grave,

Perhaps, like her fex, ever falfe to their word,

She has left me—to get an eftate, or a lord

;

But my bumpers (regarding nor titles nor pelf)
Will ftand by me when I can't ftand by myfelf.

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ;

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain

:

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I fpy.

Should you doubt what I fay, take a bumper and try.
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SONG CLIII.

THE GOSSIPS.

289

Two gojjips they mer-ri-ly met, At nine in the
\

morningfullfoon j And they were refoltfdfor a whet,

To keep theirfweet voices in tune. Away to the tavern

piipiiiiliiif
they went ; " Here, Joan, I do vow and pro-teft, That

lillpiflti
/ have a crown yet unfpent ; Come, let's have a cup of

the bejh

Go
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" And I have another, perhaps

" A piece of the very fame fort

;

" Why mould we fit thrumming of caps ?

" Come, drawer, and fill us a quart

;

" And let it be liquor of life,

" Canary, or fparkling wine :

*' for I am a buxom young wife,

" And I love to go gallant and fine."

The drawer, as blithe as a bird,

Came flapping with cap in his hand,
" Dear ladies, I give you my word,

" The beft fliall be at your command."
A quart of canary he drew,

Joan fill'd up a glafs and begun,
" Here, goflips, a bumper to you ;"

" I'll pledge you, girl, were it a tun."

" And pray, gofiip, did'nt you hear
" The common report of the town,

" A fquire of five hundred a year
" Is married to Doll of the Crown:
A draggle-tail'd flut, on my word,
" Her clothes hanging ragged and foul

;

" In troth he would fain have a bird
" That would give a groat for an owl.

" And fhe had a fifter iafl year,
u Whofe name they call'd Galloping Peg,

" She'd take up a ftraw with her ear

;

" I warrant her right as my leg

!

*' A brewer he got her with child
;

" But e'en let them brew as they bake
;

" I knew fhe was wanton and wild

;

" But I'll neither meddle nor make."
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Nor I, goffip Joan, by my troth,

" Though neverthelefs I've been told,

" She ftole feven yards of broad cloth,

" A ring, and a locket of gold
;

0 A fmock and a new pair of fhoes

;

" A flourifhing madam was ihe :

—

" But Margery told me the news

;

" And it ne'er fhall go further for me

" We were at a goffiping club,

" Where we had a chirruping cup
" Of good humming liquor, ftrong bub

" Your hulband's name there it was up,
ft For bearing a powerful fway,

" All neighbours his valour have feen^
" For he is a cuckold, they fay

—

" A conftable, goffip, I mean.

" Dear goffip, a flip of the tongue

;

" No harm was intended in mind :

" Chance words they will mingle among
" Our others we commonly find.

" I hope you won't take it amifs.'*

" No, no, that were folly in us
\

" And if we perhaps get a kifs,

Pray, what are cur hufbands the worfe ?*'

P o ij



292 CALLIOPE : OR *H£

SONG CLIV.

THE POWER OF MUSIC.

When Orpheus went down to the regions below, Winch

men areforbidden to fee ; He turfd up his lyre, as old

hi/loriesJbowt
To fet his Eurydicefree ; To fet his

wife Should rajhly endanger his life. And venture fo

he camefor his wife j How vajl their furprife ! whrrt
'
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they heard that he camefor his wife.

To find out a punifhment due to his fault,

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain

;

But hell had not torments fufficient, he thought y

So he gave him his wife back again.

But pity fucceeding found place in his heart

;

And, pleas'd with his playing fo wellt

He took her again in reward of his art

;

Such merit had mufic in hell

!
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SONG CLV.

HOW HAPPY A STATE.

How happy aJlate does the miller poffefs, Who would

he no greater, norfears to he lefs ; On his mill and

him/elf he dependsforfupport ; Which is better than

fervilely cringing at court. What tho
J
he all dufly and

whiten*d doesgo? The more he
J
s bepowder^d, the more

like a beau ; A clown in this drefs may be honefler

far Than a courtier whoJlryts in his garter andjlar ;

3
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Than a courtier whoJlruts in his garter andJlar.

Though his hands are fo daub'd they're not fit to be feen,

The hands of his betters are not very clean

;

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal

;

Gold, in handling, will {tick to the ringers like meal.

What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks,

He cribs, without fcruple, from other mens facks

;

In this of right noble examples he brags,

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags.

Or mould he endeavour to heap an eftate,

In this he would mimic the tools of the ftate

;

Whofe aim is alone their own coffers to fill,

As all his concern's to bring grift to his mill.

He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry?

And down, when he's weary, contented does lie
-

?

Then rifes up cheerful to work and to ling :

If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ?

0
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SONG CLVI.

COME, COME, MY GOOD SHEPHERDS.

Ipjpl^ppli
Come, come, my goodJhepherds, ourflocks we mujl

Jhear ; In your ho-li-day fuits with your lajfes appear ;

The happiejl offolk are the guilelefs andfree ; And

mm
who are fo guilelefs, fo happy, as we ? Who arefo

if «
guilelefs, fo happy, as we. The happiefl offolk are

m \~Tm
the guilelefs andfree, guilelefs andfree, guilelefs and

free : And who are fo guilelefs, fo happy, as we ?
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We harbour no paffioris, by luxury taught,

We pradtife no arts, with hypocrify fraught

;

What we think in our hearts you may read in bur eyes

:

For, knowing no falfehood, we need no difguife.

By mode and caprice are the city dames led

;

But we as the children of nature are bred

:

By her hand alone we are painted and drefs'd
;

For the rofes will bloom wheri there's peace in the breaft.

That giant Ambition we never can dread

;

Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head

;

Content and fweet Cheerfulnefs open our door

;

They fmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor. <

When love has poflefs'd us, that love we reveal

;

Like the flocks that we feed are the paffions we feel i

So, harmlefs and fimple, we fport and we play,

And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray.
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SONG CLVII.

AS SURE AS A GUN.

Says Co-lin to me, Fve a thought in my head ; I

know a young dam/el Fm dying to wed ; / know a

young danifel Fm dying to wed. So pleafe you, quoth I,

and whene'er it is done, You'll quarrel and you'11part

as a gun ! You'll quarrel and you'll part again, as

Jure as a gun !
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And fo when you're married (poor amorous wight
!)

You'll bill it and coo it from morning till night

:

But trull me, good Colin, you'll find it bad fun ;

Inftead of which you'll fight and fcratch—as fure as a

gun

!

But (hou'd me prove fond of her own deareft love,

And you be as nipple and foft as her glove -

7

Yet, be (he a faint, and as chafte as a nun,

You're fallen'd to her apron-firings—as fure as a gun !

Suppofe ft was you, then, faid he, with a leer ;

You wou'd not ferve me fo, I'm certain, my dear :

In troth, I replied, I will anfwer for none ;

But do as other women do—as fure as a gun !

SONG CLVIII.

NO GLORY I COVET.

No glory I covet ; no riches I want j Ambition is

nothing to me : The one thing I beg of kind Heaven

to grant Is a, mind independent andfree.

P P ij
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With pafiions unruffled, untainted with pride,

By reafon my life let me fquare
;

The wants of my nature are cheaply fupplied,

And the reft are but folly and care.

The bleffings which Providence freely has lent,

I'll juftly and gratefully prize ;

Whilft fweet meditation, and cheerful content,

Shall make me both healthful and wife.

In the pleafures the great man's pofTeffions difplay,

Unenvied I'll challenge my part

;

For ev'ry fair object my eyes can furvey

Contributes to gladden my heart.

How vainly, through infinite trouble and ftrjfe.

The many their labours employ
Since all that is truly delightful in life

Is what all, if they pleafe, may enjoy.

,<..< .<^..«~<..<..<..<..<^>^>->..>*>..>..>.>..»-

SONG CLIX.

THOU SOFT FLOWING AVON.
Larghetto.

fc

fiilliiiipililii
Thou foftflowing Avon

%
by thyJilver flream, Of

. things more than mortal'fweet Shake/pear would dream
x

would dream, would dream, thy Shakefpearwould dream.
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&

Thefairies, by moonlight, dance round hisgreen bed;

For hallow''d the turf is which pillow'd bis bead: The

±z::

Z.-L.ZLZ

fairies, by moonlight, dance round his green bed ; For

3i

hallowed the turf is which piI - low 1d his head.

The love-ftricken maiden, the foft-fighing fwain,
Here rove without danger, and ligh without pain.

The fweet bud of beauty no blight fhall here dread;'

For hallow 'd the turf is which pillow 'd his head.

Here youth fhall be fam'd for their love and their truth,

And cheerful old age feel the fpirit of youth :

For the raptures of fancy here poets fhall tread

;

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head.

Flow on, filver Avon, in fong ever flow !

Be the fwans on thy borders ftill whiter than fnow !

Ever full be thy ftream ; like his fame may it fpread !

And the turf ever hallow'd which pillow'd his head !
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SONG CLX.

THE IRISH HUNT.

Hark I hark ! jolly /port/men, a while to my tale ; To

pay your attention I'm Jure it can't fail; 'lis of lads

and of horfes and dogs that ne'er tire, O'erJlone-

pptiippliiiiiliU
walls and hedges, thro' dale, bog, and briar : A pack

offuch hounds, and a fet offuch men; 'Tis aJhrewd

chance if ever you meet with again. Had Nifnrod,

the mighti'fl of hunters, been there, 'Foregad he'd have
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Jhook like an afpen forfear.

In feventeen hundred and forty and four,

The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more,

At five in the morning, by molt of the clocks,

We rode from Kilruddery in fearch of a fox.

The Laughlinftown landlord, the old Owen Bray,

And fquire Adair, fure, was with us that day
;

Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, that huntfman fo ftout,

Dick Holmes, a few others, and fo we fet out.

We caft off our hounds for an hour or more,

When Wanton fet up a moft tunable roar

;

Hark to Wanton ! cried Joe, and the reft were not flack;

For Wanton's no trifler efteem'd in the pack

:

Old Bonny and Collier came readily in,

And ev'ry hound join'd in the mufical din

;

Had Diana been there ftie'd been pleas'd to the life,

And one of the lads got a geddefs to wife.

Ten minutes paft nine was the time of the day
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his play

:

As ftrong from Killegar as though he could fear none,
Away he brunYd round by the houfe of Kilternan

;

To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherrywood then,

Steep Shankhill he climb'd, and to Ballyman-glen

;

Bray-common he crofs'd, leap'd Lord Anglefey's wall,

And feem'd to fay, Little I value you all.

He ran Bullies-grove up to Carberry-burns,

Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, kept leading by turns :

The earth it was open ; but he was fo ftout,

Though he might have got in, yet he chofe to keep out

:

To Malpas' high hills was the way then he flew

;

At Dalkeyftone-common we had him in view ;
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He drove on, by Bullock, through Shrubglanagery,
And fo on to Mountown, where Laury grew wTeary 4

Through Rocheftown wood like an arrow he pafs'd,

And came to the fteep hills of Dalkey at laft
;

There gallantly plung'd himfelf into the fea,

And faid in his heart, Sure none dare follow me

:

But foon, to his coll, he perceiv'd that no bounds
Could flop the purfuit of fuch ftaunch mettl'd hounds

;

His policy here did not ferve him a rulli,

Five couple of tartars were hard at his brufh.

To recover the more then again was his drift

;

But, ere he could reach to the top of the clift,

He found both of fpeed and of cunning a lack,

Being waylaid and kill'd by the reft of the pack.

At his death there were prefent the lads I have fung,

Save Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung.

Thus ended, at length, a moft delicate chafe,

That held us five hours and ten minutes fpace.

We return'd to Kilruddery's plentiful board,

Where dwells Hofpitality, Truth, and my Lord

;

.We talk'd o'er the chafe, and we toafted the health

Of the man that ne'er varied for places' or wealth.

Owen Bray baulk'd a leap
;
fays HalPrefton, 'twas odd;

'Twas fhame.ful, cries Jack, by the great living God !

Says Prefton, I halloo'd, Get on, though you fall
;

Or I'll leap oyer you, your blind gelding and all.

Each glafs was adapted to freedom and fport

;

For party affairs we confign'd to the court

:

Thus we finilh'd the reft of the day and the night

In gay flowing bumpers and focial delight

:

Then, till the next meeting, bid farewel each brother
;

For fome they went one way and fome went another.

As Phcebus befriended our earlier roam,

So Luna took care i.n conducing us home.

I
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SONG CLXI.

WHAT MAN, IN HIS WITS.

What man, in his wits, had not rather be poor, Than

for lucre hisfreedom to give ? Ever bufy the means of

his life to fe-cure9
Andfo ever neglecting to live.

Andfo ever negletling to live.

Inviron'd from morning to night in a croud,

Not a moment unbent or alone

;

Conftrain'd to be abject, though never fo proud,

And at ev'ry one's call but his own.

Still repining and longing for quiet each hour,

Yet ftudioufly flying it ftill

;

With the means of enjoying his wifli in his pow'r, *

But accurft with his wanting the will.

For a year muft be pari, or a day muft be come,
Before he has leifure to reft :

He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty fum,
And then will have time to be bleft.

q. 9
•
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But his gains, more bewitching the more they increafe,

Only fweli the defire of his eye ;

Such a wretch let mine enemy live, if he pleafe
;

Let not even mine enemy die.

SONG CLXII.

WOMEN AND WINE.

Somefay women are like the feas^ Some the waves
,

andfome the rocks ; Some the rofe that faon decays ;

mm
Some the weather, andfome the cocks j But ifyou'll

2T-
f=p-v-»

give me leave to tell, TJjere'si nothing can he compared

*rp=Br-*~°~ »———
EE
fo well As wine, wine, women and wine. They run in

%
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a pa-ral~lel; They run in a pii-ral - leh

Women are witches when they will,

So is wine, fo is wine

;

They make the ftatefman lofe his Ikill,

The foldier, lawyer, and divine

;

They put a gig in the graveft Ikull,

And fetid their wits to gather wool

:

'Tis wine, wine, women and wine, they run iil A parallel.

What is't that makes your vifage fo pale ?

What is't that makes your looks divine ?

What is't that makes your courage to fail ?

Is it not women ? Is it not vvme ?

'Tis wine will make you lick when you're well

;

'Tis women that make your forehead to fwell

:

'Tis wine, wine, women and wine, they run in a parallel*
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SONG CLXIII.

THE UNION.

With women and wine I defy entry care ; For life,

without thefe, is a bubble of air ; For life, without

thefe, For life, without thefe, For life without thefe is

a bubble of air; Each helping the other, in pleafure

I roll, And a newflow of fpirits en - li - vens my

ipHii^iiiiiiil
fouL Each helping the other, in pleafure I roll, And a

new flow offpirits enlivens my fouL
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Let grave fober mortals my maxims condemn,

I never mall alter my conduct for them

;

I care not how much they my meafures decline,

Let them have their own humour—and I will have mine.

Wine, prudently us'd, will our fenfes improve

;

'Tis the fpring-tide of life and the fuel of love

;

And Venus ne'er look'd with a fmile fo divine

As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the vine-

Then come, my dear charmer ! thou nymph halfdivine

!

Firft pledge me with kilfes—next pledge me with wine

:

Then giving and taking, in mutual return,

The torch of our loves mall eternally burn.

But fhould'ft thou my paffion for wine difapprove,

My bumper I'll quit to be blefs'd with thy love

;

For, rather than forfeit the joys of my lafs,

My bottle I'll break and demolilh my glafs.

SONG CLXIV.

PHILLIDA AND CORYDON.

In the merry month of May, In a morn, by break

^fpiliiliiiiii
of day,̂ ForthI walked by the wood-fide, When, asMay

was in his pride, TJjere Ifptfd, all alone, all alonet

i-HHIli
Pbilli-da and Co-ry-don.
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Much ado there was, God wot

!

He would love, and me would not

:

She faid, never man was true :

He faid, none was falfe to you.
He faid, he had lov'd her long

:

She faid, love mould have no wrong*

Corydon would kifs her then :

She faid, maids mull kifs no men
Till they did for good and all.

Then fhe made the Ihepherd call

All the heavens to witnefs truth

:

Ne'er lov'd a truer youth.

Thus,, with many a pretty oath,

Yea and nay, and faith and troth

!

Such as filly fhepherds ufe

When they will not love abufe

;

Love, which had been long deluded,
Was, with khTes fweet, concluded

:

And Phillida, with garlands gay,

Was made the lady of the May.

SONG CLXV.

THE COUNTRY WEDDING.

Well met, pretty nymph, fays ajolly youngfwain, To

a beautifulJhepherdefs croffing the plain ; Wljyfo
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much in hajle ? {now the month it was May) Shall I

S—

1

Til —m i
- —

i

— ?

—

venture to ajk, you, fair maiden, which way P Shall I

venture to ajk you, fair maiden, which way ? Then

Jlraight to this quejlion the nymph did reply, With a

Jmile on her look, and a leer in her eye, I am come

from ""the village, and homewardIgo ; And now, gentle

ipggpliiiiiiEii
Jhepherd, pray why would you know f

I hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amifs,

If I tell you the reafon of alking you this
;

I would fee you fafe home, (the fwain was in love)

Of filch a companion if you would approve,
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Your offer, kind fhepherd, is civil, I own,
But fee no great danger in going alone

;

Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free,

For one as another, for you as for me.

No danger in going alone, it is true,

But yet a companion is pleafanter too

;

And if you could like (now the fwain he took heart
;

Such a fweetheart as me, we never would part.

O ! that's a long word, laid the fhepherdefs then ;

JVe often heard fay there's no minding you men :

You'll fay and unfay, and you'll flatter, 'tis true

;

Then leave a young maiden the firft thing you do.

O ! judge not fo harmly, the fhepherd replied ;

To prove what I fay, I will make you my bride

;

To-morrow the parfon (well faid, little fwain)

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain :

Then what the nymph anfwered to this is not faid ;

The very next morn to be fure they were wed.
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down

;

Now, when fha.ll we fee fuch a wedding in town ?

SONG CLXVI.

MAY EVE : or, KATE OF ABERDEEN.

TheJilver moon's en - a- mour'd beam Stealsfoft

ly through the flight, To wanton with the
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3*3

wind-ingjlream, Andkifs re - fleet - ed light. To

beds of Jiate go, balm - yJleep, f
J Tis where you've

feldom been); May's vi-gil while the fiep-herds keep

With Kate of A-ber-deen, With Kate of A^ber^deen,

With Kate of A - her - deen.

Upon the green the virgins wait.

In rofy chaplets gay,

Till morn unbar her golden gate,

And give the promis'd May.
Methinks I hear tile maids declare

The promis'd May, when feen.

Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair,

As Kate of Aberdeen.
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Strike up the tabor's boldeft notes,

We'll roufe the nodding grove ;

The netted birds mall raife their throats,

And hail the maid I love :

And fee—the matin lark miftakes,

He quits the tufted green :

Fond bird 'tis not the morning breaks,

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

Now, lightfome o'er the level mead,
Where midnight fairies rove,

Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead,

Or tune the reed to love :

For, fee, the rofy May draws nigh ;

She claims a virgin queen

:

And, hark ! the happy fhepherds cry,

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

SONG CLXVIL

LUCY, THE FAIR QUEEN OF HEARTS.

Farewell to the park and tbe play, Farewell the

[With pleasurefarewell to you all. Nojoys can I
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fzoie/^zz^ £« wine. Shot through withJly Cupid's keen

*for£r ; My freedom, well pleas'd, I refign To Zz/cy

3:
=

fair queen of hearts, To Lucy thefair queen of

as as www as as

hearts. For Lucy IJigh, for Lucy I die, For Lucy

1Jigh, for Lucy I die, For Lucy the fair queen of

m-

hearts, For Lucy the fair queen of hearts.

Though beauties are plenty, I own,
Regardlefs I view their dull charms,

Nor beauty cou'd conquer alone,

But beauty and merit difarms.

Infipid to me all their faces,

In vain they play off all their arts,

Compared to the numberlefs graces

Of Lucy the fair queen of hearts,

For Lucy I ugh, &.c.

Rr ij
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She Mens to all that I fay,

She blufhes whenever we meet

;

Though with others Ihe's lively and gay,

With me fhe is grave and difcreet.

To church then I'll lead my fair bride,

And, fcorning deceitful bafe arts,

Still happy, whate'er may betide,

With Lucy the fair queen of hearts.

For Lucy I iigh, &c.

SONG CLXVIII.

THE FRIEND AND THE LOVER.

years, and yetfewer are young. But I hate to be
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cheated, And ne - ver will buy Whole a - ges offor-

"row for moments of joy ; I ne - ver will wed "till a

tut

youth I can find Where the friend and the lover are

e->qual-lyjoin?d; Where the friend and the lover, the

friend and the lover, thefriend and the lo - ver, are

e-qual-lyjoirfd.

No pedant, though learned, or fooliihly gay,

Or laughing becaufe he has nothing to fay,

To ev'ry fair one obliging and free,

But never be fond of any but me

:
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In whofe tender bofom my foul may confide,

Whofe kindnefs can foothe me, whofe counfels can guide J

Such a youth I wou'd marry, if fuch I cou'd find,

Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd.

From fuch a dear lover as here I defcribe

No danger fhou'd fright me, not .millions fhou'd bribe

;

Eut, 'till this aftonifhing creature I know,
I'm lingle and happy, and ftill will be fo.

You may laugh, and fuppofe I am nicer than wife
;

But I'll fhun the vain fop, the dull coxcomb defpife

;

Nor ever will wed till a youth I can find

Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd.

SONG CLXIX.

COME KISS ME, SAYS HE. MJsLl

Toung Damon was whiftling, hrijk and gay, With

wai/lcoat fo red, andJlockings fo grey, Jufl merrily,

merrily, comefrom thefair, Jufl merrily comefrom

the fair, Jufl merrily comefrom the fair. He
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met pretty Sue in the way, He met pretty Sue in

the way. Come kifs me, fays he ; I won't, faysJJje ;

Come kifs me, fays he ; I won't, faysJhe, You're hold

and I hate you, I do, I declare, You're hold and I

00 ;—^1—^

—

bate you, I do, I declare. Come kifs me, fays he\ I

won't, faysJhe ; Come kifs me, fays he ; I won't, fays

3g—j T

b* J L<rf——Lit

.

y^d', You're bold and 1 hate you, I do, I declare ;

^— — —^ &±-v-

You're bold and I hate you, I do, I declare.
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He ofler'd a ribbon her hair to bind

;

Dear Sufan come kifs, and in pity be kind,

Or I'll hang in a fit of defpair

;

Defpair, cry'd the maiden, is blind.

Then kifs me, fays he ;

I won't, fays Ihe
;

You think that I love you, I don't, I declare.

Shall we go to the parfon, he roguifhly faid ?

She curtfy'd, cry'd yes, blufiYd, and held down her
head,

With a look that difpell'd all his care
;

For fhe found that he wifh'd her to wed :

Well, kifs me, fays he ;

I will, fays fhe
;

I'll kifs when we're wed, not till then I declare.

SONG CLXX.

THO' BACCHUS MAY BOAST.

The? Bacchus may hoajl of his care-kilLing bowl,

UJI—-^-^ . LL-y0

Andfol - ly in thought-drowning re-vels de - light,

Si/rh worftnp, alas ! has no charmsfor the foul,

--d

—



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS, 321

When fofter de - votions thefen - fes invite. To the ar*

roitf offate, or the canker of care, His potions ob-li-

vious a balm may be/low ; But to fancy thatfeeds cn

the charms of the fair; The death of reflection*s the

mm
care of all woe; The death of re-flee - tion

y
s the

Ux_

care of all woe.

What foul, that's pofTefs'd of a dream fo divine,

With riot wou'd bid the fvveet vifion begone ?

For a tear that bedews Senlibility's fhrine

Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun.

S f
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Each change and excefs hath thro' life been my doom,
And well can I fpeak of its joy and its ftrife ;

The bottle affords us a glimpfe thro' the gloom,

But love's the true funfhine that gladdens our life.

Come, then, rofy Venus, and fpread o'er my fight

The magic illufions that ravilh the foul

!

Awake in my breaft the foft dream of delight

!

And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl

!

Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine,

Nor e'er, jolly god, from thy banquet remove

;

But each tube of my heart ever thirft for the wine
That's mellow'd by friendfhip and fweeten'd by love.

SONG CLXXL

WHEN THE MEN A-COURTING CAME.

When the men a-courting came. With theirfiat?ring

prittle prattle, Of theirfoePries I made game, And

rallied them with tittle tattle ; Cooing to me, wooing
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eachJilly elf Came cooing, wooing, bowing to me.

The divine, with looks demure,
Talk'd of tithes and eating plenty,

Show'd the profits of his cure,

And vow'd to treat me with each dainty

;

Cooing, &c.

The learned fergeant of the law
Show'd his parchments, briefs, and papers

In his deeds I found a. flaw;

So difmifs'd him in the vapours \

Cooing, &o

Phytic now difplay'd his wealth

With his noftrums ; but the fadt

I refolv'd to keep my health,

Nor die a martyr to his pra&ice ;

Cooing, gtc.

But, at laft, a fwain bow'd low,

Candid, handfome, tall, and clever,

Squeezed my hand, I can't tell how.
But he won my heart for ever •

Cooing, &c.

I fent all other wooers from mc
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SONG CLXXIL

MY NAME'S HONEST HARRY, O.

My name's honejl Harry, 0 : Mary I will marry, 0

;

In fpite of Nell or I-fa-bel F 11follow my own w-ga-

ry, O ; With my rigdum, jigdum, airy
y Q, I love lit - tie

Mary, 0 ; In fpite of Nell or I-fabel Vllfollow my own

va-ga-ry, 0.

Straight flie is and bonny, O,

Sweet as fugar-candy, O,
Frefh and gay
As flow'rs in May,

And I'm her Jack-a-dandy, O ;

With my rigdum, jigdum, &cc.
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Soon to church I'll bring her, O,

Where we'll wed together, O,

And, that done,

Then we'll have fun,

In fpite of wind or weather, Q ;

With my rigdum, jigdum, &c,
i

SONG CLXXIII.

THE LASSES ARE MAD.

The lajjis are mad, the archers are mad, In nimbly

footing the ground, Sir ; In merry Sherwood no foul

Jhall hefad, While harps with me-lodyfound, Sir. In

merry Sherwood no foulJhall hefad, While harps with

me-lo-dy found, Sir.
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We'll tipple till mad, then madly ling

Madrigals, catches, and glees, Sir ; #

Chaunt out, like mad, till the welkin ring
?

Under the mifletoe trees, Sir.

Chaunt out, &c.

We fight like mad when we fall on qur foes.,

Shoot arrows wing'd like the wind, Sir

;

The fat fallow deer can't 'fcape our bows,
Nor in fwiftnefs fafety find, Sir.

The fat, &c.

Then madly we'll fing, and madly we'll dance
f

And madly all roar out, Sir,

And madly make our enemies prance,

If mad, to try about, Sir.

And madly, &c.

Brave Scarlet is mad, {tout Allen is mad.
And John's as mad as the belt, Sir ;

Maidens run mad, our hearts are glad.

Stark mad mall be ev'ry gueft, Sir.

Maidens run, &c.

SONG CLXX1V.

LET'S SEEK THE BOW'R.

Let'sfeek the bow'r of Robin Hood, This is his bri-

dalday, And cheerfully, in blithe Sherwood, bride**
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maids and bridemen play. Then follow, follow me, my

bonny, bonny lads, And we'll the paflime fee ; For the

minjlrelsfing, And thefweet bells ring, And they

feafl right merrily, merrily ; And they feajl right mer*

rily, merrily.

The humming beer flows round in pails,

With mead that's ltout and old,

And am'rous virgins tell love-tales,

To thaw the heart that's cold.

Then follow me, my bonny lads,

And we'll the paftime fee
;

For the minftrels ling

And the fweet bells ring,

And they feaft right merrily.

There, dancing fprightly on the green,

Each light foot lad and lafs,

Sly Healing kiffes when unfeen,
And gingling glafs with glafs.
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Then follow me, my bonny lads,

And we'll the paftime fee

;

For the minftrels ling

And the fweet bells ring,

And they feaft right merrily-

SONG CLXXV.

MARGARITTA FIRST POSSEST.

Marga-ri't-ta firft poffeft, I remember well, m$

mmm m
hreajl, With my row, dow, dow, dow, dow, derro.

1—— .. N j-—,—.— —

With my rejilefs heart next played Martha, wanton

-f>_J
k t

::i—4 m
Jloe-efd maid, With her tan ta ra ra ra-ro.

She to Katharine gave place,

Kate to Betfey's am'rous face,

With my row, &c.
Mary, then, and gentle Ann,
Both to reign at once began,

With their tan ta, &c.

3
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Jenny next, a tyrant fhe,

But Rebecca fet me free,

With my row, &c.
In a week from her I fled,

And took Judith in her ftead,

With her tan ta, &c.

She pofiefs'd a wond'rous grace,

But Ihe wanted Sufan's face,

With my row, &c.
Ifabella's rolling eye

Eclips'd Sufan's prefentlyj

With her tan ta, &c.

Brown fkinn'd Befs I next obey'd,

Then lov'd Nanny, red hair'd maid,
With my row, &-c.

None cou'd bind me, I am free,

Yet love all the fair I fee,

With my tan ta, &c.
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SONG CLXXVI.

WHEN RUDDY AURORA.

33E
>±z±k

When ruddy Au -ro- ra a - wakens the day. And dew-

drops im-pearl the fweetflow-ersfo gay, Sound, found,

my flout archers, found horns and a-way ; With

arrowsiJJxarp-pointed we go, With arrows,Jharp-poinU

cji> J i crr cr ier rgji
ed, we go. See Sol now a - ri - fes, in Jplendor fo

bright, I 0 Paan, I 0 P<ean, For Phoebus,

for Phabus, who leads to de - light, All glorious il~
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the bow, is god of the bow, is god of

the bow, of the bow

now a -ri-fes, In fplendor how bright,
9

Tis he, boys, is

god of the bow.

Frefli rofes we'll offer at Venus's fhrine,

Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine,

While mirth, love, and pleafure, in junction combine,

For archers, true fons of the fame.

For archers, &c.
Bid forrow adieu ; in foft numbers we'll fing

;

Love and friendfhip, love and friendfhip.

Love, friendfhip, and beauty, fhall make the air rim*;,

Ttij.
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Wifhing health and fuccefs ta our country and king^
Increafe to their honour and fame.

To their honour and fame,

To their honour and fame,

To their ho nour and fame.

Wifhing health and fuccefs to our country and king,

Increafe to their honour and fame.

..<..<..< <<.< ..4 ..<..<..<..<^..>.>„>.> ..> .> ,> ..>..^

SONG CLXXVII.

BOW, WOW, WOW.

77/Jing you a Jong, fai^h FmJinging it now

here, I don't mean fafront eitherfmall or big bow

*

^--»----T*TTf-F---p-T--^"-r~T2r--r--2:--

:z:t5rik:mm
wow here : The fubjecl Fve ehofen it is the canine

iilpiiilpllii
race, To prove, like us, two-legged dogs they are a

i||gig|||||g||||i|||
veryfine race. Boiv., wow

9
wow, Fal, lal, lal, ad-
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di, addi
y
Bow, wow, wow.

Like you and I other dogs may be counted fad xlogs

;

And we won't drink water, fome might think us ma4
dogs

:

A courtier is a fpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog,

A foldier is a maftiff, a failor's a bull dog.

JBqw, wow, &c.

An old maid comes from church, the poor no lady kinder;

A lufty dog her footman, with prayer-book behind her:

A poor boy aiks a farthing, and. gets plenty of good
kicking

;

But 1 little Shock, her lap-dog, muft have a roafled

chicken.

Bow, wow, &c. f

When filly dogs, for property, uncle, fon, and brother,

Grin and fnaii mighty gruff, and worry one another
;

Shou'd they a bit of equity from juftice beg the loan of,

That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick the
bone off.

Pow, wow, &c.

A poet's a lank greyhound, for the public he runs game
down

;

A critic is a cur that ftrives to run his fame down

;

And though he cannot follow where the noble fport inr

vites him,
" He flyly fteals behind, and by the heel he bites him."

Bow, wow, &c.

" You've a choice pack of friends, while to feed 'em
" you are able

;

" Your dog, for his morfel, crouches under your tablet
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" Your friends turn tail in misfortune or difafter ;

" But your poor faithful dog will ne'er forfake his ma^
" iter."

Bqw, wow, &c.

.*.<-<•<.<.<•< <•<- <«v.>»>. »-•>.>..>.

SONG CLXXVIII.

,,<. AS DERMOT TOIL'D.

As Bermot toiVd one fummer's day, Toung Shelah,

CTTCT r| r rr&fjsS
0j y^tf FairlyJlole his pipe away. Oh,

Jo Ztf#r^fttf J deride hwu Where, poor Her-

mot, is it gone. Tour li-ly Il ly loo - die? Tliefve left

you nothing hut the drone, And thafs your/elf, you

noo - - die. Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loodle, Beam,
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bum, boodle, loodle
i
loo. Poor Dermofs pipe is lojl

'm
and gone, And what will the poor devil do f

Fait now I am undone, and more*

Cried Dermot—Ah ! will you be eafy ?

Did you not fleal my heart before ?

Is it you have made a man run crazy ?

I've nothing left me now to moan ;

My lily lily loodle

That us'd to cheer me fo, is gone*

Ah ! Dermot, thou'rt a noodle.

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loodle,

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loo,

My heart, and pipe, and peace, are gone,

What next will cruel Shelah do ?

Then Shelah, hearing Dermot vex,

Cried, fait 'twas little Cupid mov'd me,
You fool, to ileal it out of tricks,

Only to fee how much you lov'd me.
Come cheer thee, Dermot, never moan,

But take your lily loodle
;

And, for the heart of you that's gone,

You fhall have mine, you noodle.

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loodle,

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loo
;

Shelah's to church with Dermot gone
;

And, for the reft—what's that to you ?

3
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SONG CLXXIX.

THE SINE QUA NON.

HHplltilHiiiig
Lord ! Lord ! without victuals and drink. We po-ets

mufl give up eachJlfain ; It helps us, poor devils, to

think, And thrajh with more vigour our brain. With-

iPPSliilliglP!
out vifluals and drink, Lord! the world were un

done, '"Tis the foul of the world, "'tis the line qua non.

'27/ the fine qua non, the fine qua non, Thefoul of

_

the world, y
tis the line qua non.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 337

The foldier, 'midft battle's alarms,

Without it, could ill face his foe ;

So faint would he handle his arms,

And draw with fuch weaknefs his bow.
Without victuals, &c.

What would ladies and gentlemen do,

That fay fuch fine things to each other ?

They would never be able to coo

;

They could never be father and mother,

Without victuals, &tc.

Then hey for good victuals and drink

!

Who is there that would not caroufe ?

Wherever he may be, I think

He's not to be found in this houfe.

Without victuals, &c.

V q
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SONG CLXXX.
WHEN FIRST I BEGAN, SIR.

mmmm^mm
When Jirjl I begun, Sir, to o -gle the la - dies, And

prattle foft nothings, as a pretty fellow }

s trade is ;

Whiljl with rapturous praifes I dwelt on ev'ryfeature

\

If Ijlole a Jly kifs, 'twas, Fye, you wicked creature ;

But foon, in tones lower, andfofter, andfweeter,

Halfpleas'dthey'dwhifpcr, Fye,fye,you wickedcreature

Indeed my attractions no gallantry needed

;

Each ev'ning new conqueft to conquefts fucceeded ;

Perplex'd how fo many fond claims I fhou'd parry,

To fettle them all, I refolv'd, faith, to marry
;

And prefs'd lovely Laura, in language ftill fweeter,

Till, hlufliing, me whifper'd, I'm yours, you wicked
creature. 3
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SONG. CLXXXI.

TOL DE ROL LOL, SIR.

In vain the ills of life ttffhil; I never yet would

yield me j NorJJjall their malice e\r prevail, Whilfl

»— I

—

F
frolic mirth canJhield me. Like curs they fiarl, but

i
dare not bite J / heed the?n not at all, Sir \ But laugh

<tf #// their roguifh fpite, Andftillfing to! de rol lol,

imm
Sir.

I ever fcorn'd, with face of woe,

Proud dames to dangle after

;

With fmiles I bent young Cupid's bow.
And tipt his {hafts with laughter ;

Uu ij
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Succefs {till mark'd each merry dart,

Black, fab, brown, ftiort, or tall, Sir;

I conquer'd ev'ry female heart

With tol de rol de rol lol, Sir.

In fpite of Dons fo grave and wife,

'Till o'er old Styx I ferry,

I always mall mod highly prize

Whatever's blithe and merry.
May love and laughter ever be

Attendant on my call, Sir !

Here's, what I ever lov'd to fee,

A glafs to tol de rol lol, Sir I

SONG CLXXXII.

YOUNG ROGER THE PLOUGHMAN.

HPiii^ippii
Toung Roger the ploughman, who wanted a mate,

Went, along with his daddy, a-courting of Kate ; With

-ft*—ft

a nofegay fo large, in his ho-li-day clothes, His hands

in his pockets, away Roger goes. Now, he was as
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he let his hat fall, And he grinned, fcratclfd his head,

head, and/aid nothing at alL

If aukward the twain, no lefs aukward the maid

;

She flmper'd and blufh'd, with her apron-ftring play'd

;

Till the old folks, impatient to have the thing done,
Agreed that young Roger and Kate ftrou'd be one.

In filence the young ones both nodded arTenr,

Their hands being join'd, to be married they went

;

Where they anfwer'd the parfon with voices fo fmall,

You'd have fworn that they both had faid nothing at all.

But, mark what a change ! in the courfe of a week,
Kate quite left off blufhing, Rodge boldly cou'd ipeak,
Cou'd joke with his deary, laugh loud at the jeft ;

She cou'd coax too, and fondle, as well as the beft

;
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And, afham'd of part folly, they've often declar'd,
To encourage young folks who at courtlhip are fcar'd,

If at firft to your aid fome afluranee you'll call,

When once you are us'd to't, 'tis nothing at all.

SONG CLXXX1IL

WHEN UP TO LONDON.

ipiiiiii m
When up to London jirjl I came, An aukward country

booby, Igap^d, andflared, and did thefame As ev J
ry

\
—

o - ther looby. With countenance demurely fetf
I doffd

|=:i|fe::iie mmz—~:~xza±.z

my hat to all I met, With, Zir, your humble fervant

;

3^
With, Zir, your humble fervant*
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Alas ! too foon I got a wife
;

And, proud of fuch a bleffing,

The joy and bufinefs of my life

Was killing and careffing

;

'Twas " Charmer ! Sweeting ! Duck and Dove !"

And I, o'er head and ears in love,

Was Cupid's humble fervant.

She's gone, poor girl ; and, in my cot,

With friend and bottle fmiling,

I'd envy not a higher lot,

The tedious hours beguiling.

If Care peeps in, I'm bufy then

;

I nod, delire he'll call again,

And am his humble fervant.

Since life's a jeft, as wife ones fay,

'Tis beft employ'd in laughing^

And, come what frowning cares there may,
My antidote is quaffing.

I'm ever jovial, gay, and free \

For this is my philofophy ;

And fo, your humble fervant.
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SONG CLXXXIV.

YOU MUST, GOOD SIR, EXCUSE ME.

A figfor allyour whiningfluff> Finefpeechesfweet

~7zr$&-~~ Kt"Z"»— \

—

^j- #0/2^ ; Of love you can't give proof enough Unlefs

-m~—

you give your money. Were Iyour mi/lrefs, faith and

m
troth, Tour avaricefoon wotfd lofe me ; For compliments

are but mere froth, Tou mufl, good Sir, excufe me.

Of all the arrows love can boaft,

The golden ones are beft, Sir ;

And he who boldly bids the moil

Can never be in jeft, Sir.

'Tis true that I make rather free

;

But faith you llian't refufe me

:

So draw your purfe-ftrings now, d'ye fee,

Or elfe you muft excufe me.
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My aunty Kate fits at her wheel,

And fair ihe lightlies me

;

But weel ken I it's a' envy ;

For ne'er a jo has Ihe.

But let them fay, &-c.

My coulin Kate was fair beguiPd
Wi' Johnny i' the glen

;

And ay lince-fyne Ihe cries, beware
Of falfe deluding men.

But let her fay, &c.

Glee'd Sandy he came weft ae night,

And fpeer'd when I faw Pate
;

And ay lince-fyne the neighbours round
They jeer me air and late.

3ut let them fay, &c.

SONG CLXXXVI.

CONTENTED I AM.

Contented I am, and con-tent-ed Pll be ; Refolv'd,

in this life, to live happy andfree. With the cares

of this world Pmfcldom perplex*d ; Pm Jbmefimei
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un-ea -fy, but never am vex*d : Some higher, fome

lower, I own there may be \ But there's more who

live worfe than live better than me.

My life is a compound of freedom and eafe
;

I go where I will, and return when I pleafe
;

I live above envy, alfo above ftrife

;

And wifh I had judgment to choofe a good wife :

I'm neither fo high nor fo low in degree,

But ambition and want are both ftrangers to me.

Did you know how delightful my gay hours do pafs
5

With my bottle before me, embrac'd by my lafs
;

I'm happy while with her, contented alone

;

My wine is my kingdom
;
my cafk is my throne

;

My glafs is the fceptre by which I mall reign

;

And my whole privy council's a flalk of Champaign*

When money comes in, I live well till it's gone
;

While I have it quite happy* contented with none*

If I lofe it at gaming, I think it but lent

;

If I fpend it genteelly, I'm always content

:

Thus in mirth and good humour my gay hours do pafs.

And on Saturday's night I am juft as I was,

X x ij
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SONG CLXXXVIL

BRIGHT PHOEBUS.

Bright Phoebus has mounted the chariot of day, And

lb «=-

^ fiprftr fld' /Z><? hounds call each /port/man a - way ;

And the horns and the hounds call eachfportfman away.

Thro' woods and thro* meadows, with fpeed, now they

9-E s
W.—-JL

tr.

• bound, While health, ro-fy health, is in ex - er-cife

found; Thro- woods and thro' meadows, with fpeed, now

they bound, While health, rofy health, is in ex -er-cife
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found. Hark away ! Hark away ! Hark away is

the word to the found of the horn

And e - cbo, and

vial the morn.

Each hill and each valley is lovely to view,
While Pufs flies the covert, and dogs quick purfue.

Behold where fhe flies o'er the wide-fpreading plain f

While the loud op'ning pack purfue her amain.
Hark away, &c.

At length Pufs is caught, and lies panting for breath,

And the fhout of the huntfman's the fignal of death.

No joys can delight like the fports of the field
;

To hunting all paftimes and pleafures muft yield.

Hark away, &c.
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SONG CLXXXVIII.

THE TOBACCO-BOX : A Dialogue.

Thomas.

The 1
thefate of battle on to-mor - row wait,

—h

Lefs not lofe our prattle, now, my charm-ing Kate.

''Till the hour ofglory, loveJhou'd now take place ;

Nor damp thejoys before you with a fit - - ture cafe.

Kate. Oh, my Thomas, ftill be conftant, ftill be true

!

Be but to your Kate as Kate is ftill to you

;

Glory will attend you, ftill will make us bleft

;

With my firmed love, my dear, you're ftill porTeft.

Tho. No new beauties tafted, I'm their arts above ;

Three campaigns are wafted, but not ib my love
;

Anxious ftill about thee, thou art all I prize ;

Never, Kate, without thee, will I bung thefe eyes.
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Kate. Conitant to my Thomas I will ftill remain,

Nor think I will leave thy ride the whole campaign

;

But I'll cheriili thee, and ftrive to make thee bold :

May 'ft thou mare the vict'ry ! may'ft thou fliare

the gold 1

Tho. If, by fome bold aclion, I the halbert bear,

Think what fatisfaclion, when my rank you (hare..

Drefs'd like any lady-fair from top to toe ;

Fine lac'd caps and ruffles then will be your due.

Kate. If a fergeant's lady I ihou'd chance to prove,

Linen mall be ready always for my love
;

Never more will Kate the captain's laundrefs be
;

I'm too pretty, Thomas, love, for all but thee.

Tho. Here, Kate, take my 'bacco-box, a foldier
1
s all

;

Ifby Frenchmens blows yourTom is doom'd to fall,

When my life is ended, thou may'ft boaft and prove,

Thou'd'ft my firft, my laft, my only, pledge of love,

Kate. Here, take back thy 'bacco-box, thou'rt all to me

;

Nor think but I will be near thee, love, to fee
;

In the hour of danger let me always fhare ;

I'll be kept no ftranger to my foldier's fare.

Tho. Check that riling figh, Kate, flop that falling tear,

Come, my pretty comrade, entertain no fear ;

But, may Heav'n befriend us ! Hark ! the drums
command :

Now I will attend you. Love, I kifs your hand.

Kate*l can't flop thefe tears, tho' crying I difdain ;

But mull own 'tis trying hard the point to gain :

May good Heav'ns defend thee ! Conquer!: on thee

wait

One kifs more, and then I give thee up to fate.

• Bo:h rrpeat this verfc, only Thomas fays, {^H^clfto^
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SONG CLXXXIX.

THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS.

echo, To the maid that
'

'tends the goats, Lilting o'er

her native notes. Hark! JJjeJings, " Toung Sandy's

kind, An' he's promised ay to lo'e me ; Here's a brotch,

I ne'erJhall tin'd Till he's fairly marry'd to me.

Drive away, ye drone, Time, An' bring about our bri-

dal day. I
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" Sandy herds a flock o' {beep ;

" Af'en does he blaw the whittle
u In a (train fae faftly fweet,
11 Lammies, lift'ning, dare nae bleat*

" He's as fleet's the mountain roe,

" Hardy as the highland heather,
u Wading thro' the winter fnow,
11 Keeping ay his flock together.
u But a plaid, wi' bare houghs,
" He braves the bleakeft norlin blaft,

" Brawly he can dance and ring

" Canty glee or highland cronach ;

" Nane can ever match his fling

" At a reel, or round a ring.

« Wightly can he wield a rung

;

" In a brawl he's ay the bangfter

;

" A' his praife can ne'er be fung
4< By the langeft winded fangfter.
M Sangs that ring o' Sandy
" Come Ihort, tho' they were e'er fae lang."
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SONG CXC.

ALL AMONGST THE LEAVES SO GREEN, O.

In the forejl, here, hard by, A hold robber late

'

was I; With my blunderbufs in hand, When I bid a

Jsm ^
travelerJland, Zounds ! deliver up your cajh, Or your

f 1 h->T-^ h~

noddle I/hallJlajh, All amongfi the leaves Jo green,

O. Damme, Sir, IfyouJlir, Sluice your veins, Blow

your brains, Hey down, ho down, Berry, derry, down,

All amongjl the leaves Jo green, 0,
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Soon I'll quit the roving trade

When a gentleman I'm made
;

Then, fo fpruce and dehonnaire,

Gad ! I'll court a lady fair.

How I'll prattle, tattle, chat,

How I'll kifs her, and all that,

All amongft the leaves fo green, O s

How d'ye do ?

How are you ?

Why fo coy ?

Let us toy

;

Hey down, ho down,
Derry, derry, down,

All amongft the leaves fo green, O,

But, ere old and grey my pate,

J'll fcrape up a fnug eftate ;

With my nimblenefs of thumbs
I'll foon butter all my crumbs

;

When I'm juftice of the peace,

Then I'll mailer many a leafe,

All amongft the leaves fo green, Q,
Wig profound,

Belly round,

Sit at eafe,

Snatch the fees,

Hey down, ho down,
Derry, derry, down,

All amongft the leaves fo green, 0,
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SONG CXCI.

WIDDLE WADDLE.

The Prado I re-fort-ed, That brilliant place, That

brilliant placej This comely per/on /ported
9
All dreft\

liiifpiiniiili
in lace, All drejl in lace. 'Twas all about report-

ed, And no difgrace, And no difgrace, The ancient

h.

maid I courted Lik'd this pretty face, This pretty

face.
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When firft my perfon blefs'd her,

Sir, what d'ye want ?

Sir, what d'ye want ?

And, when I'd have carefs'd her,

Indeed you flian't,

Indeed you Ihan't.

So cunning I addrefs'd her,

With figh and pant,

With figh and pant,

That foon I kifs'd and prefs'd her,

I'm fo gallant,

I'm fo gallant.

My fair in wit fo arch is,

I'm her dawdle,

I'm her dawdle ;

JVIy very foul Ihe fearches,

Shakes her noddle,

Shakes her noddle ;

My heart with love me parches,

My blood does coddle,

My blood does coddle ;

And like a duck fhe marches,
Widdle, waddle,

Widdle, waddle,
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SONG CXCII.

ROW DE DOW, DOW.

How happy the foldier who lives on his pay, And

fpends half a crown out ofJixpence a-day ; Tetfears

neitherjuflices, warrants, or bums
t
But pays all his

debts with the roll of his drums. With row de dow
9

row de dow, row de dow, dow ; And he pays all his

debts with the roll of his drums.

He cares not a marvedy how the world goes

;

His king finds him quarters, and money, and clothes

;

He laughs at all forrow whenever it comes,

And rattles away with the roll of his drums.

With a row de dow, &c.
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The drum is his glory, his joy and delight,

It leads him to pleafure as well as to fight

;

No girl, when lne hears it, tho' ever fo glum,

But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum.

With a row de dow, &c.

SONG CXCIIL

DREARY DUN.

A majler I have, and I am his man, Galloping

liigHiiiilfe
dreary dun ; A majler I have, and I am his man,

And heUl get a wife asfaft as he can, With his haily,

gaily, gamboraily, giggling, niggling, galloping gallo-

way, draggle tail dreary dun.

s
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I faddled his freed fo fine and fo gay,

Galloping dreary dun

;

I mounted my mule and we rode away*
With his haily, &c.

We canter'd along until it grew dark;

Galloping dreary dun

;

The nightingale fung inftead of the lark,

With his haily, &c»

We met with a friar, and afk'd him our way*
Galloping dreary dun

;

By the Lord ! fays the friar, you're both gone aftray*

With your haily, &c.

Our journey, I fear, will do us no good*

Galloping dreary dun ;

We wander alone, like the babes in the wood,
With our haily, &c.

My mailer is fighting, and I'll take a peep,

Galloping dreary dun

;

But now I think better, I'd better go fleep,

With my haily, &c.

SONG CXCIV.

KISS THE COLD WINTER AWAY.

mmiwmm
Heyfor a lafs and a bottle to cheer, And a thitmp-

ing bantling every year > Heyfor a lafs and a bottle
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to cheer, And a thumping bantlwg every year. With

Jkin as white as/now, And hair as brown as a

li^ipiiiilillil@l=!l
berry ; With eyes as black as aJloe, And lips as

red as a cherry. WithJkin as white as /now, And

hair as brown as a berry ; With eyes as black as a

jloe, And lips as red as a cherry. Sing roufy, toufy.

rantum, fcantum, Laugh and lie down is the play :

We'll cuddle together, To keep out the weather, And
Zz
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mm*
kifs the coi

mm
• %

iter away ; Kifs, 1 ^£ winter

away, Kifs, kifs the cold winter away.

Laugh while you live

;

For, as life is a j eft,

Who laughs the mod
Is fure to live beft.

When I was not fo old

I frolick'd among the mhTes

;

And, when they thought me too bold,

I ftopp'd their mouths with kifles.

Sing rory, tory, &c.

SONG CXCV.

LIKE MY DEAR SWAIN.

Like my dearfwain no youth you'dfee, So blithe,

fo gay, fo full of glee ; In all our village, who hut

he Couldfoot it upfofeallyP His lute to bear,
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from far and near, Eachfemale came, both girl and

damej And aU his boonfor etfry tune, To kifs
'em

roundfo fweetly.

While round him, in the jocund ring,

I've nimbly danc'd, he'd play or fing

;

Of May the youth was chofen king,

He caught our ears fo neatly

:

Such mufic rare in his guitar,

But touch his flute the crowd was mute ;

His only boon for ev'ry tune,

To kifs 'em round fo fweetly*
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SONG CXCVI.

WHEN BROTHER BOBBY.

When brother Bobby came firjl to town, By all he

was calPd a country clown ; But now
9
to be fure,

ae

he is altered quite, He can do any thing but read

and write : Both hyperbole and common-place, And

that fort of thing he /peaks with grace ; He bows and

Jlruts with modijhfwhg, And the ladies cry, Lord !

—x—

he's quite the thing. He is neat the thing, and complete

iliilii
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the thing, And the ladies cry he is quite the thing ;

He bows andJtruts with modijh /wing, And the ladies

inula
cry, he is quite the thing.

Then why Ihou'd Bobby call me a fool.

When I learn'd to write at Launce'ton* fchool ?

Lord Sparkle does my learning praife,

And, when I dance, with rapture gaze.

Both hyperbole and common-place,

I, too, will lifp with modern grace ;

And all the town mail henceforth ring

With—Mifs Pendragon is quite the thing.

She's neat the thing, and complete the thing,

And Mifs Pendragon is quite the thing

;

And all the town mall henceforth ring

With Mifs Pendragon is quite the thing.

* Launcefton, a iown ia Cornwall.
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SONG CXCV1I.

THO' LEIXLIP IS PROUD.

Tho* Leixlip is proud of its clofeJhady bowers,

Its clearfall - ing waters, its murniWing cafcades.

Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds offweet flowers,

Its ladsfo well drefs'd, and its neat pretty maids

:

As each his own village willfill make the mofl of,

In praife of dear Carton, I hope Fm not wrong,
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Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms may hoajl of,

9 Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong. Dear

iiUfilffJPipp!
Carton, containing what kingdoms may boajl of 'Tis

Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong.

Be gentlemen fine, with their fpurs and nice boots on,

Their horfes to ftart on the Curragh of Kildare ;

Or dance at a ball, with their Sunday new fuits on,

Lac'd waiftcoat, white gloves, and their nice powdcr'd
hair

:

Poor Pat, while fo bleft in his mean humble ftation,

For gold, or for acres, he never mall long

;

One fweet fmile can give him the wealth of a nation

From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong-
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AULD ROBIN GRAY. Scots Air.

When theJheep are in thefauld, and the ky at

*5iSiiiil^iiii
hame, And a? the warId to fleep are gane, The

waes o
J my heartfa? infhow'rsfrae my <fV, When

my gudeman liesfound by me.

New Set of AULD ROBIN GRAY.

—Z—

—

•3»-

Toung Jamie lov
Jd me weel, and a/k'd mefor his

liepiilipl
bride; But, fa - ving a crown, he had naething elfe
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be-Jide : To make the crown a pound my Jarhie gae'd

to fea ; And the crown and the pound were haith

mm
for me. He had nae been gane but a year and a

day When my fa - ther brak his arm and our cow

wasJloun a - way ; My mitherJJje fellfick ; and

Jamie at the fea ; And auld Robin Gray came a-

iriipiiliiiiiii
court-ing to me.

My father cou'dna work ;
my mither cou'dna fpin ;

I toil'd day and night \ but their bread I cou'dna win :

1 3 A
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Auld Rob maintain'd them baith ; and, wi1
tears in his

Said, Jenny, for their fakes, O marry me !

My heart it faid, Na ; and I look'd for Jamie back :

But the wind it blew hard, and the mip it was a wrack ;

The fhip it was a wrack—why didna Jenny dee

:

0 why was fhe fpar'd to cry, Wae's me ?

My father urg'd me fair
;
my mither didna fpeak

;

But file-looked in my face till m^ heart was like to break:

Sae I gae him my hand, but my heart was i' the fea

;

And auld Robin Gray was gudeman to me.
1 hadna been a wife a week but only four,

When, fitting fae mournfully ae night at the door,

I faw my Jamie's wraith, for I cou'dna think it he,

Till he laid, I'm come name, love, to marry thee.

0 fair did we greet, and little did we fay

;

We took but ae kifs, and we tore ourfelves away.

1 wifh that I were dead ; but I'm no like to dee

:

How lang mall I live to cry, O wae's me?
I gang like a ghaift, and I downa think to fpin

;

I darena think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin

;

But I'll e'en do my belt a gude wife to be
;

For auld Robin Gray is ay kind to me.

SONG CXCIX.

THE DEATH OF AULD ROBIN GRAY.
Largo.

The Jammer was fmiling, all nature round look'd

-rff--I*ar
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But only me, poor Jenny, who newly was his bride.

Then fee my poor aula
1

banes, pray, laid in the earth;

And be a widowfor my fake a twelvemonth and a

fa

day, And Fll leave you whatever belongs to auld Ro-

bin Gray.

3 A ij
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I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I could,

And fhed a tear upon his grave ; for he was very good,

1 took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot I ligh'd,

0 wae's me ! what fhall I do fince poor auld Robin dy'd ?

Search ev'ry part throughout* the land there's nane like

me forlorn,

I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born
;

For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah he is gone away,

My father's dead, my mother's dead, and eke auld Ro-
bin Gray.

1 rofe up with the morning fun, and fpun till fetting day,

And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for Robin

I did the duty of a wife both kind and conftant too
;

Let ev'ry one example take, and Jenny's plan purfue.

I thought that Jamie he was dead, or he to me was loft.

And all my fond and youthful love entirely was crofs'd
>

1 try'd to ling, I try'd to laugh, and pafs the time away
;

For I had ne'er a friend alive fince dy'd auld Robin Gray.

* At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'dna guefs

the caufe

;

But Rodney was the man, they faid, who gain'd fq much
applaufe.

I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me
And fhow'd a purfe qf golden ore, and faid it is for thee.

Auld Robin Gray, I find, is dead, and ftill your heart

is true

;

Then take me, Jenny, to your arms, and I will be fo too ;

Mefs John fhall join us at the kirk, and we'll be blithe

and gay,

1 blufh'd, confented, and reply'd, adieu to Robin Gray,

This verfe to b£ fung quick.
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SONG CC.

LOCK'D IN MY CHEST.

*^ M • ^ # ^ """"" '

Locked in my chejl Pve Jif-ty pound, Withfour good
wm

acres of mea-dow ground ; For your bonny black

e}'e
> fweei Lauretta, 1Jigh ; Marry vie, myfweet lafs,

you'll in plenty abound.

I've two pack-horfes, a jack-afs, and fow,

A barrow, a harrow, fpade, flail, cart, and plough,
Ducks, turkies, geefe, hens, fourteen lheep in my pens,
Heifer, calf, cat, and goat, and a fine milch-cow.

A kettle of brafs, and a pot to ftew,

A wafhing-tub, and a vat to brew,
A warming-pan bright, and a dog barks by night ;

§ay, will you marry me ? and I'll marry you.
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SONG CCI.

I PREFER A FLOWING BOWL.

.
r v T—i- irrJW-

PEiiiiiiiiiii
Sultan''s wanton care Thoufands of the fex

prepare ; Gentle, pretty, frifking lajfes, Young and

handfome as the Graces; Let him kifs 'em one and all,

What then P what then ? this concerns not me at all;

For, like ev'ry thirjly foul, Iprefer a flowing bowl

Chorus.

Iprefer a flowing bowl For, like ev'ry thirflyfoul.

Iprefer a flowing bo^vl. Iprefer a flowing bowl.
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Let the noble duke or peer

Sell his thoufand pounds a-year ;

Let him quit his grafs and Hubble,

He'll foon find that life's a bubble
;

Let him rife, or let him fall,

What then, &c.

Let the valiant foldier go
Seeking dangers to and fro

;

Let him, when the trumpets rattle,

Brave the foremoft of the battle.

Honour fears nor fword nor ball,

What then, Sac.
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SONG ecu.

TO THE GREENWOOD GANG WI' ME.

To /peer my love, wi' glances fair, The wood-

land lad-die came ; He vow'd he woitd he ay

fincere, And thus he /pake his flame : The morn

.--

is blithe, my hon - ny fair, As blithe as blithe can

fe; To the green wood gang, my lajfy dear, To

p I™h it"

\—p- il i
11

V

11
1
11I

the green wood gang wi J
me. Gang wP vie*
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gang wV me, To the green wood gang, my lajjy

4ear, To the green wood gang w? me.

The lad wi' love was fo opprefs'd

I wad na fay him nay
;

My lips he kifs'd, my hand he prefs'd,

While tripping o'er the brae

:

Dear lad, I cry'd, thou'rt trig and fair,

And blithe as blithe can be

;

To the green wood gang, my laddie dear,

To the green wood gang wi' me.

The bridal day is come to pafs,

Sic joy was never feen ;

Now I am calPd the woodland lafs,

The woodland laddie's queen :

I blefs the morn fo frefh and fair

I told my mind fo free,

To the green wood gang, my laddie dear^

To the green wood gang wi' me.
j

2
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SONG CCIII.

THE BRITISH LION IS MY SIGN.

The Briti/Jj li - on is myJign, A roaring trade I

drive on; Right Englijh u -/age, neat French wie,

A landla ~dy mujl thrive on. At table d'hotte to e^at

and drink, Let French and Englijh mingle ; And while

to me they bring the chink, Faith, let the glajfes

isfpliimiipiip
jingle. Tour rhino rattle, Come men and cattle, Come

!

—

4-

all to Mijlrefs Cafey ; Of trouble and money, My
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iippppiiiiliiil
jewel, my honey, I warrant Vu make you all eajy*

When drefs'd and feated in my bar,

Let fquire or beau or belle come

;

Let captains kifs me, if they dare,

'Tis, Sir, you're kindly welcome I

On muffle, cog, and flip, I wink,

Let rooks and pigeons mingle ;

And if to me they bring the chink,

Faith, let the glafles jingle.

Rhino rattle, &c.

Let love fly here on filken wings,

His tricks I ftill connive at

;

The lover who would fay foft things

Shall have a room in private.

On pleafure I am pleas'd to wink,

So lips in kifles mingle ;

For while to me they bring the chink,

Faith, let the glafles jingle.

Your rhino rattle, &c.

3B ij
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SONG CCIV.

THE FROLICKSOME FELLOW.

In London my life is a ring of delight ; In frolics

I keep up the day and the night ; Ifnooze at the

Hummums till twelve, perhaps later ; I rattle the bell,

and I roar up the waiter : Tour Honour, fays he, and

he tips me a leg j He brings me my tea ; but IfwaU

low an egg : For tea in a morning y

s aflop Irenounce

;

So I down with a "glafs of the right cherry bounce.
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With /wearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting.

—k—P-
—k—f—r-fr—£—

Jlajlung, fmaflnng, fmacking, cracking, rumbling,

tumbling, laughing, quaffing, fmoaking, joking, fwag^

goring, flagg*ring : So thoughtlefs, fo knowing, fo

green, and fo mellow ; This, this is the life of a frolick-

H 1

fome felloiv.

My phaeton I mount, and the plebs they all ftare

;

I handle my reins, and my elbows I fquare

;

My ponies fo plump and as white as a lilly,

Through Pall-Mall I ipank it, and up Piccadilly

;

Till, lofing a wheel, egad ! down come I fmack/
So at Knightfbridge I throw myfelf into a hack

;

At Tatterfal's fling a leg over my nag
;

Thus vilit for dinner, then drefs in a bag.

With fwearing, &c,
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I roll round the garden, and call at the Rofe

;

And then at both playhoufes pop in my nofe

:

I lounge in the lobby, laugh, fwear, Aide, and fwagger;
Talk loud, take my money, and out again ftagger :

I meet at the Shakefpear a good-natur'd foul ;

Then down to our club at St James's I roll

:

The joys of the night are a thoufand at play j

And thus at the finifh begin the next day.

With fwearing, &c.

SONG CCV;

NO HURRY I'M IN TO BE MARRY'D.

No hurry Fm in to be marry'd: But if it's the

will of my brother, Fd much ratherflay j But
y fince

in the way, I as well may have you as another •

Fd much ratherflay ; Tet,fince in the way, las
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well may have you as another.

A itrange cuftom this to be marry'd, «

Tho' follow'd by father and mother,

The grave and the gay ;

But, fince in the way,
I as well may have you as another.

A prude, tho' fhe long to be marry'd,

Endeavours her wifhes to (mother.

I'd give you her nay

;

But, fince in the way,
T as well may have you as another.
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SONG CCVL

KILKENNY IS A HANDSOME PLACE.

iirpiliil^iip
Kil-ken - ny is a handfome place As a - ny town

in Shamrock/hire ; Therefirji Ifaw my Jemmy*sface.

Slower.

There Jemmy Jirjl beheld his dear. My love he

Laft verfe ad libitum.

mmmmmmm
was a haJJjful boy, And I ajimple girl to fee ;

Allegro.

Tet I was Jemmfs onlyjoy, And Jemmy was the

ladfor mc. Tet I was Jemmfs onlyjoy, And Jemmy



was the ladfor me.

But Dublin city bore the bell,

In ftreets, and iquares, and houies fine ;

Oh, here young Dick his love cou'd tell,

And there I told young Dicky mine :

For Dick he was a roving blade,

And I was heart*, bold, and free
\

He lov'd, and I his love repaid
;

Then Dicky was the lad for me.

When Dover itrand my happy lot,

And William there my love did crown,
?oung Dick and Jemmy I forgot,

Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town :

For William was a gentle youth,
Too balhful nor too bold was he

;

He raid he lov'd, and told me truth,

And William was the lad for me,

3^
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SONG CCVII.

TOL, LOL, DE ROL, LOL.

Tol, lol, cle rol, lol, My tolly, my tol, With me

when you canter to Wales : For petticoat white, Buff

breeches fo tight, Away go needles and flails. Young

Taffy throws by bur wheels : Then Winney kicks up

r

her heels ; With follow, and halloo, and waddle,

BZ?

andfiraddle, So merry to fee us come. Young Taffy

zszzt—w-'"x—^
.^-L

throws by bur wheels ; Then Winney kicks up her heels

;
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Withfiddle, and diddle, and giggle, and niggle, They

nttrci n—

r

give us a welcome home.

The joy fo great,

So noble we treat,

An oxen is roafted whole !

And tho' on the lawn
The fpiggot is drawn

For punch, you may fwim in the bowl.

We give the ladies a ball,

We foot it away in the hall,

With follow, Sec.

Mifs Howel fo nice,

And Lady ap Rice,

And coulin Sir Evan ap Lloyd
;

Parfon Montgomery,
Counfellor Flummery,

Ap Morgan, ap Williams, ap Floyd
;

O, when the Hocking is thrown,

And lovee and I alone,

Then follow, Sec.

3 C ij
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SONG CCVIII.

THE HIGH-METTLED RACER.

See the courfe thronged with gazers, the /ports are

begun ; The con - fu-fwn, but hear, I bet you, Sir !

Done ! done ! Ten thou/andJlrange murmurs refound

far and near, Lords, hawkers, andjockies, ajfail the

tir*d ear ; Lords, hawkers, andjockies, ajfail the tir\l

ear. White, with neck like a rainbow, eretling

his crejl, Pampered, prancing, and picas'
1

d, his head
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touching his breaft ; Scarcely fnujf- ing the air, he's

Jo proud and e - late, The high-mettled ra - cer

firjlJlartsfor the plate \ The high-mettled ra-cer
9

The high-mettled racer, JirjlJlartsfor theplate.

Grown aged, us'd up, and turn'd out of the ftud,

Lame, fpavin'd, and wind-gali'd ; but yet with fome
blood

:

While knowing poftilions his pedigree trace,

Tell his dam won this fweep, his lire that race

;

And what matches he won to the hoftlers count o'er,

As they loiter their time at fome hedge alehoufe door
;

While the harnefs fore galls, and the fpurs his lides goad,
The high-mettled racer's a hack on the road.

Till at laft, having labour d, drudg'd early and late.

Bow'd down by degrees he bends on to his fate

;

Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill,

Or draws fand till the fand of his hour-glafs ftands {till

:

And now cold and lifelefs, expos'd to the view
In the very fame cart which he yefterday drew ;

While a pitying crowd his fad relics furrounds,

The high-mettled racer is fold for the hounds,
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SONG CCIX.

JACK RATLIN WAS THE ABLEST SEAMAN.

Jack Ratlin was the ablejl feaman, None like

him could hand, reef, andJleer : No dangerous toil

3Efc=

to ZtfW encounter with Jkill and in contempt of

fear. In fight a li - on ; ^£ ^tzJ - d^, Meek as

ffo bleating lamb he'd prove: Thus jack had manners,

courage, me - - roV, 2>£ did fl/zd all for
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The fong, the jeft, the flowing liquor,

For none of thefe had Jack's regard :

He, while his meflmates were carouling,

High litting on the pendant yard,

Wou'd think upon his fair one's beauties,

Swore never from fuch charms to rove \

That truly he'd adore them living,

And dying ligh—to end his love.

The fame exprefs the erew~commanded
Once more to view their native land,

Amongft the reft, brought Jack fome tidings,

Wou'd it had been his love's fair hand

!

Oh fate ! her death defae'd the letter ;

Inftant his pulfe forgot to move
;

With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted,

He heav'd a ligh—and dy'd for love.
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SONG CCX.

TWIGGLE AND A FRIZ.

London town isjuft like a barber'sJhop ; But, by

the Lord Harry, 'tis wond'rous big ! There the painted

doll, and the powder'dfop, And many a blockhead

wears a wig. And I tickled each phiz With a twig-

gle and a friz; With a twiggle, twiggle, twiggle, and

ipifiiiiiiiiigii
a frizzle, With a twiggle, twiggle, twiggle, And

-w—

—

a frizzle, frizzle, frizzle : And I tickled each phiz

I
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With a twiggle and afriz.

A captain of horfe t went for to (have

;

O, damme ! fays he, with a martial frown ;

I pois'd my razor like a barber brave ;

I took him by the nofe ; but he knock'd me down.
But I tickled, &c.

I next went to drefs up a fine gallant mifs

;

Down the lady fit3 and her bofom bares \

Cupid or the devil made me feize a kifs ;

But ere my iron cooPd I was kick'd down flairs.

But I tickled, &c.

I went to drefs a lawyer, O rare fport

!

Who had a falfe oath that day for to fwear.

By my fkill fore trouble I fpar'd the court

;

For my iron burnt Six-and-eight-pence's ean
So I tickled, &c.

I went for to drefs up an old maid*9 hair*

WrinkPd and bald as a fcalded pig ;

As fhe led the dance down with a fwimming air*

The poor old lady dropp'd her wig.
So I tickled, &c*

3 d
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SONG CCXI.

WHAT CARE I FOR WHOM SHE BE ?

Allegretto.

E!5E~

Shall I, wafling in defpair, Die becaufe a woman's

fair? Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 'Caafe ano-

ther's ro-fy are P Shall ?ny cheeks look pale with caref

'Caufe a-nother's ro-fy are? 'Caufe a-nother's ro-fy

are? BeJhefairer than the day, Or theflowWy
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Or theJiQwWy meads in May ; Yet, ifJhe think not

well of me, What care J how fairJhe be ? What care

IP What care IP What care I how fair JJje be I

But iffie think not well of me, What care I how

'

fairfie be P What care I how fairffje be |

Shall a woman's goodnefs move
Me to perifh for her love ?

Or, her worthy merits known,
Make me quite forget my own ?

Be fhe with that goodnefs hleft

As may merit name the belt

;

Yet if ihe be not fuch to me,
What care I hpw good Ihe be ?

Be Ihe good, or kind, or fair,

I will never more defpair ;

3D U
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If flie love me, this believe,

I will die 'ere fhe lhall grieve ;

If fhe flight me when J wop,
I will fcorn $nd let her go.

So if fhe be not fit for me,
What care I for whom fhe be ?

SONG CCXII.

THE FAITHFUL LOVER.

1=3

Alas, my heart l a - las, my heart I On Anna

cold my love is placed : For her I figh, I burn, I

die, Afiame foflrong nought can deface it. For

Anna fair is all my care ; For her Fd range the

z

world 0 - ver, If Jhe, inclin'd, wou'd prove more
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kind, And pi - -ty me, herfaithful lover.

My friend and -pot I've quite forgot,

My drefs, nay more, my golden treafurc \

With hands o'eriaid I walk the made ;

In folitude is all my treafure.

Chor. For Anna fair, &c.

Her fhape fo neat, in all complete,

And lover, fure, me ne'er had truer

;

Since love her heart with pangs can't fmart.

Let gratitude at laft fubdue her.

Chor. For Anna fair, &c.

What tho' I've rang'd, and mind oft chang'd,

And many a dazzling beauty prais'd ;

Now nought my love from her can move,
'Tis here, and ne'er can be eras'd e

Chor. For Anna fair, &c.
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SONG CCXIH.

BAGATELLE'S SO CLEVER.

afcr*, My pretty dear ! Ma charmante

pililpliilll^
Mifs Norab

; 0/;, PllJigh and prep her, I vill ever

blefs her, Cuddle and carefs her, 'Tillfie cry en-co-ra ;

Spite of thefate, She is my mate, Nous danferons

to -ge-dre ; Ve can never tire, Frenchman is all

fire! 0 Bagatelle's fo cle - ver ! How le beaumonde

vill flare ! Pour voir de happy pair ! Promenez,
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MKZZl

Ji ne-gligee, Like de little turtle dove ; Always bilU

—ft ft

ing, cooing, Like two pujfeys mewing, Purring out

dere tale of love. 0 dear me I How ver pretty

Ven ve come to -ge- dre ! All de night and day, Sir,

Ve vill kifs and play, Sir, Oh Bagatelle's fo clc-ver !

Vat grand blifs

To toy and kifs

Vid my dear Mifs Norah !

O ilie be fo pretty,

And fo very vitty,

It wouM be much pity

Not to cry fencora

!

Oh, mon Dieu !
<

Oh, facre bleu !

Nous baiferons for ever
;

Love can never tire,

Nought can quench his fire,

Oh, Bagatelle's fo clever

!
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Ven ve go to de play,

Habillez fo fine and gay,

Si bien jantee,

Oh tout a fait,

In our air no embarras ;

Like de grande nobleffe

Ve fal be carefle,

It vil make grand coup d' eclat*

How I wifh

Vid pretty Mifs

To tie de knot for ever I

I fal live in clover

Ven it is all over,

Oh, Bagatelle's fo clever

!

«3«4-*<4«4»4«4»4»4«4£2>">< >• >">-> P-^-B*

SONG CCXIV.

MA CHER.E AMIE.

Ma chere amie, my charm - - ing fair, Whofc

/miles can banijh evy
- ry care ; In kind companion

fmile on me
f Whofe on* - ty care is love of
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thee. Ma chere a - mie ; Ma chere a - mie

;

Ma chere a - mie ; Ma chere a - - mie.

Under fweet friendfhip's facred name
My bofom caught the tender flame.

May friendlhip in thy bofom be
Converted into love for me !

Ma chere amie, &c.

Together rear'd, together grown,
0 let us now unite in one !

Let pity foften thy decree !

1 droop, dear maid ; I die for thee !

Ma chere amie, &c.
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SONG CCXV.

HOW SWEET's THE LOVE.

When jirjl I keii'd young Sandy*s face, HeJung

4 immmm
and look*d <wV Jic a grace \ HeJung and look'd

wi* Jtc a grace ; HeJlole my heart, but did na

care ; The lad he 16*ed a lafs more fair : And

~~qft I fung o'er brae and bum, Howfwee?s the

love that meets return.
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He lo'ed a lafs wi' fickle mind,

Was fometimes cauld and fometimes kind
;

Which made the love-lick laddie rue

;

For me was cauld when he was true

:

He mourn'd and lung, o'er brae and burn,

How fweet's the love that meets return !

One day a pretty wreath he twin'd,

Where lilacks with fvveet cowflips join'd,

To make a garland for her hair

;

But Ihe refus'd a gift fo fair.

This fcorn, he cry'd, can ne'er be borne ;

But fweet's the love that meets return.

Juft then he met my tell-tale een,

And love fo true is fooneft feen :

Dear lafs, faid he, my heart is thine ;

For thy foft willies are like mine

:

Now Jenny, in her turn, may mourn,
How fweet's the love that meets return

!

My anfwer was both frank and kind

;

I lo'ed the lad, and tell'd my mind

:

To kirk we went wi' hearty glee

;

And wha fae bleft as he and me !

Now blithe we ling, o'er brae and burn,

How fweet's the love that meets return I

3 E U
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SONG CCXVL

FY GAR RUB HER O'ER WT STRAE.

And gin ye meet a ban - ny lajjie Gie'er a kifs and

let her gae ; But if ye meet a dir - ty huffy, Fy gar

grip of ilka joy when ye are young. Before auld

age your vi - tab nip, And lay you twafald o'er a

rung.

Sweet youth's a blithe and heartfome time

;

Then, lads and lafles, while 'tis May,
Gae pu' the gowan in it's prime

Before it wither and decay.
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Watch the faft minutes of delyte

When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath,

And khTes, laying a' the wyte
On you if ihe kepp ony fkaith.

Haith ye're ill-bred, fhe'll fmiling fay,

Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook

:

Syne frae your arms fhe'll rin away,

And hide herfelf in fome dark nook, .

Her laugh will lead you to the place

Where lies the happinefs ye want,

And plainly tell you to your face

Nineteen na-fays are ha'f a grant.

Now to her heaving bofom cling

And fweetly toolie for a kifs :

Upon her finger whoop a ring

As taiken of a future blifs.

Thefe bennifons, I'm very lure,

Are of the gods indulgent grant

:

Then, furly carls, whifht, forbear

To plague us with your whining cant.

a«..<..«..< •«..<-<-«-*~<Q5>. >• >•»»>-

SONG CCXVII.

To theforegoing Tune.

DEAR Roger, if your Jenny geek
And anfwer kindnefs wi' a llight,

Seem unconcern'd at her neglect

;

For women in a man delight

:

But them defpife who're foon defeat,

And wi' a limple face give way :

To a repulfe then be not blate
;

Pulh bauldly on and win the day.



4o5 CALLIOPE : OR THE

When maidens, innocently young,

Say aften what they never mean,
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue,

But tent the language of their een

:

If thefe agree, and fhe perfift

To anfwer a' your love with hate,

Seek elfewhere to be better bleft,

And let her figh when its too late.

SONG CCXVIII. 1

WHAT WOMAN CAN DO.

What woman can do I have trtfd to hefree ; Tet,

do what I can, I find I love him ; And, tho
y

he

flies me, Still, Jlill he's the man. They tell me at once

he to twenty will/wear : When vows arefofweet,

who the falfehood can fear? So, when you have /aid
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all you can, Still, JIM he's the man.

I caught him once making love to a maid,
When to him I ran

;

He turn'd and he kifs'd me, then who could upbraid
So civil a man ?

The next day I found to a third he was kind,

I rated him foundry, he fwore I was blind

;

So, let me do what I can,

Still, ftill he's the man.

All the world bids me beware of his art

:

I do what I can

;

But he has taken fuch hold of my heart

I doubt he's the man.
So fweet are his kuTes, his looks are fo kind,

He may have his faults, but if none I can find,

Who can do more than they can ?

He ftill is the man.
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SONG CCXIX,

ALL IN THE DOWNS.

!f£:?=t liiili
All in the Downs the fleet was moored, TheJlreamers

waving in the wind, When black-ey*d Sufan came on

ZEz-'Z ft

board, Oh, whereJhall I my true-lovefind P Tell me
i

ft*_„*^—

—

yejo-vialJailors, tell me true, Does myfweet WiUliami

mmm
Does myfweet William fail among your crew ?

William, who high upon the yard

Rock'd with the billows to and fro,

Soon as her well-known voice he heard,

He figh'd and caft his eyes below :

The cord glides fwiftly thro' his glowing hands,

And quick as light'ning on the deck he ftands.

2
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So the fweet lark, high pois'd in air,

Shuts cloie his pinions to his breaft,

If chance his mate's ftinll call he hear,

And drops at once into her neft.

The nobleft captain in the Britim fleet

Might envy William's lips thoie kiffes fwteet

O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear,

My vows fhall ever true remain

!

Let me kifs off that falling tear,

We only part to meet again.

Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart fhall be

The faithful compafs that itill points to thee.

Believe not what the landmen fay

Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind

;

They'll tell thee, failors, when away,

In ev'ry port a miftrefs find.

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo
;

For thou art prefent wherefoe'er I go.

If to far India's coaft we fail,

Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright
\

Thy breath is Afric's fpicy gale

;

Thy fkin is ivory fo white.

Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue.

* Though battle calls me from thy arms,

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn

;

Though cannons roar, yet, fafe from harms,

William fhall to his dear return.

Love turns afide the balls that round me fly,

Left precious tears fhould drop from Sufan's eye,

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word,

The fails their fwelling bofom fpread ;

3 *
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No longer muft fhe ftay aboard :

They kifs'd, fhe ligh'd, he hung his head

Her lefs'ning boat unwilling rows to land

:

Adieu, Ihe cries, and wav'd her lily hand.

SONG CCXX.

AMDRO WI' HIS CUT1T GUN.

Blytb, blytb, blytb wasJhe, Blytb wasJhe butt and

ben ; And weelfie loo'd a Hawick gill, And leugh

to fee a tappet hen. She took rite in andfet me

down, And hecht to keep me lawing free ; But, cumin9

carlin' thatfhe was, She gar'd me birle my bawbee.
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We loo'd the liquor weel enough,

But, wae's my heart ! my cafh was done
Before that I had quench'd my drouth,

And laith I was to pawn my moon.
When we had three times toom'd our floup,

And the neift chappin new begun,

In ftarted, to heeze up our hope,

Young Andro wi' his cutty gun.

Blyth, blyth, &c.

The carlin brought her kebbuck ben,

With girdle-cakes weel toafted brown
;

Weel does the canny kimmer ken
They gar the feuds gae glibber down.

We ca'd the bicker aft about,

Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bum;
And ay the clearer! drinker out

Was Andro wi' his cutty gun.

Blyth, blyth, &c.

He did like ony mavis ling ;

And, as I in his oxter fat,

He ca'd me ay his bonny thing,

And mony a fappy kifs I gat.

I hae been eaft, I hae been weft,

I hae been far ayont the fun
;

But the blytheil lad that e'er I faw
Was Andro wi' his cutty gun.

Blyth, blyth, &c.
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SONG CGXXI.

TAK' YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE.

In winter when the rain rairf.d cauld, Andfrojl

andfnaw on il - ka hill ; And Boreas, with his

hlajls fae bauld, Was threatening a* our ky to kill:

Then Bell my wife, wha lo'es naeJlrife, She/aid to

me right ha-fli-ly, Get up, gudeman, fave Crummy's

life, And tak? your auld cloak a - bout ye.

My Crummy is a ufcful cow,

And me is come of a good kyne

;

Aft has me wet the bairns' mou',

And I am laith that fhe mould tyne

;
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Get up, gudeman, it is fa' time,

The fun mines in the lift fae hie
;

Sloth never made a gracious end,

Gae tak' your auld cloak about ye.

My cloak was anes a good grey cloak

When it was fitting for my wear •

But now its fcantly worth a groat,

For I have worn't this thirty year.

Let's fpend the gear that we have won,

We little ken the day we'll dee

;

Then I'll be proud, fmce I have fworn

To have a new cloak about me.

In days when our king Robert rang,

His trews they colt but half-a-crown

He faid they were a groat o'er dear,

And ca'd the tailor thief and lown.

He was the king that wore a crown,

And thou the man of laigh degree,

'Tis pride puts a' the country down,
Sae tak' thy auld cloak about ye.

Every land has its ain laugh,

Ilk kind of corn it has its hool

;

I think the warld is a' run wrang,

When ilka wife her man wad rule,

Do ye not fee Rob, Jock, and Hab,
As they are giraed gallantly ?

While I lit hurklen in the afe,

I'll have a new cloak about me.

Gudeman, I wat 'tis thirty years

Since we did ane anither ken
;

And we have had between us twa
Of lads and bonny larTes ten :
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Now they are women grown and men,
I wilh and pray well may they be

!

And if you prove a good hufband,

Eten tak' your auld cloak about ye.

Bell my wife fhe lo'es nae ftrife

;

But lhe wad guide me if lhe can

:

And, to maintain an eafy life,

I aft maun yield, tho' I'm gudeman.
Nought's to be won at woman's hand,

Unlefs ye give her a' the plea

:

Then I'll leave afF where I began,

And tak' my auld cloak about me.

»«•«••« •**.*..<»<..<-««>••>•>••»*•>••>»>••>••>-

SONG CCXXII.

HOOLY AND FAIRLY.

Oh, what had 1 a- do for to marry P My wifeJhe

drinks naething but fack find ca-na-ry ; I to herfriends

fcj^j j Kirns
complain d right airly, 0 gin my wife wou'd drink

hooly andfairly ! Hooly andfairly, hooly andfairly
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• f c r tm&Miltt{t 1 1

-
0 gin my wife wotCd drink hooly andfairly!

Firft me drank Crummie, and fyne me drank Garie,

'

Now lhe has drunken my bonny gray marie

That carried me thro' the dub and the larie.

O gin my wife, &c.

If Ihe'd drink but her ain things I wad na much care ;

She drinks my claiths J canna weel fpare
;

To the kirk and the market I gang fu' barely.

O gin my wife, Sec.

If there's ony filler me maun keep the purfe ;

If I feek but a bawbee fhe'll fcald and fhe'll curfe

;

She gangs like a queen, I fcrimpet and fparely. -

O gin my wife, &c.

~ — ~
# z — - , -o ~ - — - j

I never was given to wrangling nor ftrife,

Nor e'er did refufe her the comforts of life
;

E'er it come to a war I am ay for a parley.—
f.
O gin my wife, &c.

A pint wi' her cummers I wad her allow
;

Eut when lhe fits down lhe fills herfel fou'
;

And when fhe is fou' fhe's unco carnfterie.

O gin my wife, &c.

She rins out to the cawfey, lhe roars and lhe rants ;

Has nae dread o' her nibours, nor minds the home wants;
But lings fome fool-fang, Cock up your heart, Charlie.

O gin my wife, &c.

And when lhe comes hame lhe lays on the lads,

She ca's the larTes baith limmers and jades,

And I my ainfel an auld cuckold carlie.

O gin my wife, &c.
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SONG CCXXIII.

LEWIS GORDON.
Very Slow.

0 fend Lewis Gordon hame, And the lad I win-

na name; Tbo' pis back be at the wa\ Here's to him

Chorus. Lmm• 9 •

that's far awa. Oh, hon, my Highland man! Oh, my

bonny Highland man ! Weel woiCd I my true love

iilplippiiiiiil
hen Amang ten thoufand Highland men.

O to fee his tartan trews,

Bonnet blue, and laigh-heel'd flioes,

Philibeg aboon his knee !

That's the lad that I'll gang wi'.

4l6
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The princely youth that I do mean
Is fitted for to be a king

:

On his breaft he wears a flar

:

You'd take him for the god of war,

Oh, to fee this princely one

Seated on his father's throne

!

Difafters a' wou'd dilappear

:

Then begins the jub'lee here !

-«-<..«..«-«..«..<-«-4. <<i3>*>">*>->' >• *•>•>••>»

SONG CCXXIV.

Tune Graniachree, page 259.

AD I a heart for falfehood fram'd, I ne'er could

injure you ;

For, tho' your tongue no promife claim'd, your charms
wou'd make me true :

To you no foul mall bear deceit, no ftranger offer wrong

;

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, and lovers in the

young.

But when they learn that you have blefs'd another with
your heart,

They'll bid afpiring paffion reft, and ad a brother's

part

:

Then, lady, dread not their deceit, nor fear to fuffer

wrong

;

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, and brothers in

the young.

3G
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SONG CCXXV.

HIGHLAND MARCH,

In the garb of old Gaul and the fire of old

Rome, From the heath-cover''d mountains of Scotia

we come : On thofe mountains the Romans attempted

to reign ; But our ancejlorsfought , and theyfought
,

/jctf ztz vain, Tho y no ci - ty nor court of our gar-

. ment approve,
9Twas presented by Mars, at a fe -

nate
y
to Jove ; And, when Pallas obferv'd at a ball
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'twottd look odd, Mars receivedfrom his Ve-nus a

fmile and a nod.

No intemperate tables our finews unbrace
;

Nor French faith nor French foppery our country dis-

grace :

Still the hoarfe-founding pipe breathes the true martial

ftrain,
/

And our hearts ftill the true Scottifh valour retain.

'Tvvas with anguifh and woe that, of late, we beheld
Rebel forces rulh down from the hills to the field ;

For our hearts are devoted to George and the laws

;

And we'll fight, like true Brittfns, in liberty's caufe.

But ftill, at a diftance from Britain's lov'd more,
May her foes, in confufion, her mercy implore !

May her coafts ne'er with foreign invafions be fpread I

Nor detefted rebellion again raife its head !

May the fury of party and faction long ceafe !

May our councils be wife, and our commerce increafe !

And, in Scotia's cold climate, may each of us find

That our friends ftill prove true, and our beauties prove
kind

!

3 G y
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SONG CCXXVI.

To the foregoing Tune.

IN the garb of old Gaul, wi' the fire of old Rome,
From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotiawe come

;

Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain ;

But our anceftors fought, and they fought not in vain.

Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws,

That, like our anceftors of old, we ftand by freedom's

caufe
;

We'll bravely fight, like heroes bold, for honour and
applaufe,

And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our

our laws.

No effeminate cuftoms our finews unbrace

;

No luxurious tables enervate our race ;

Our loud-founding pipe bears the true martial ftrain

;

So do we the old Scottifh valour retain.

Such our love, Sec.

We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale,

Are fwift as the roe which the hind doth affail

:

As the full moon in autumn our fhields do appear

;

Minerva would dread to encounter our fpear.

Such our love, &c.

As a ilorm in the ocean when Boreas blows,

So are we enrag'd when we rufh on our foes

;

We fons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks,

Dam the force of our foes with our thundering ftrokes.

Such our love, &c.

Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France,

In their troops fondly boafted till we did advance
;

But when our claymores they faw us produce,

Their courage did fail, and they fu'd for a truce.

Such our love, &c.
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In our realm may the fury of faction long ceafe !

May our councils be wife, and our commerce increafe !

And, in Scotia's cold climate, may each of us find

That our friends ftill prove true, and our beauties prove

kind!

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and our laws,

And teach our late pofterity to fight in freedom's caufe

;

That they, like our anceftors bold, for honour and ap-

plauie,

May defy the French and Spaniards to alter our laws.

SONG CCXXV.

WHAT IS'T TO US.

What is't to us who guides theJlate 9 Who's out of

favour? or who's great? Who are the mi^nt-flers or

/pies ? Who votesfor places ? or who buys ? Who are

the mini -Jlers or/pies? Who votesfor places ? or

who buys?
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The world will ftill be rul'd by knaves,

And fools contending to be Haves

;

Small things, my friend, ferve to fupport

Life, troublefome at beft and ihort.

Our youth runs back, occafion flies,

Grey hairs come on, and pleafure dies :

Who would the prefent bleffing lofe

For empire which he cannot ufe ?

Kind providence has us fupply'd

With what to others is deny'd
;

Virtue, which teaches to condemn
And fcorn ill actions and ill men.

Beneath this lime-tree's fragrant made,
On beds of flow'rs fupinely laid,

Let's then all other cares remove,

And drink and fmg to thofe we love.
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SONG CCXXVI.

BUSH ABOON TRAOUAIR.

i/dw ye nymphs, and eif - - ry fwain, F 11 tell

Z'sxe; Peg-gy grieves me ; Tbo' thus Ilanguifh and

corn-plain, Alas !jl?e ne^er believes me. My

vows and Jighs, like ft - lent air, U11 - heed - ed,

ne - ver move her, The bon - ny bujh a-boon

±d

Tra-quair Was where I jitft did love her.

1
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That day me fmil'd and made me glad

;

No maid feem'd ever kinder :

I thought myfelf the luckieft lad

So fweetly there to find her.

I try'd to foothe my am'rous flame

In words that I thought tender

;

If more there pafs'd I'm not to blame ;

I meant not to offend her.

Yet now fhe fcornful flees the plain,

The fields we then frequented
;

If e'er we meet flie fhows difdain,

She looks as ne'er acquainted.

The bonny bufh bloom'd fair in May,
Its fweets I'll ay remember ;

But now her frowns make it decay

;

It fades as in December.

Ye rural pow'rs who hear my drains,

Why thus mould Peggy grieve me ?

Oh, make her partner in my pains

And let her fmiles relieve me !

If not, my love will turn defpair ;

My pafTion no more tender
;

I'll leave the bufh aboon Traquair

;

To lonely wilds I'll wander.
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SONG CCXXVIl,

ROSLIN CASTLE.

'Twas in that Jeajon of the year When all things

gay and fweet appear> That Co-lin, with the morn-

ing ray, A - rofe and Jung his ru - ral lay. Of

Nanny1
s charms theJhepherdJung, The hills arid dales

with Nan - ny rung, While Rojlin cajile heard the

/wain, And e - cho'd back the cheerfulJit ain.

3 h
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Awake, fweet mufe ! the breathing fpring

With rapture warms ; awake and ling !

Awake and join the vocal throng
Who hail the morning with a fong !

To Nanny raife the cheerful lay ;

O, bid her hafte and come away ;

In fweeteft fmiles herfelf adorn,

And add new graces to the morn.

O hark, my love ! on ev'ry fpray

Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay !

'Tis beauty fires the ravifiVd throng,

And love infpires the melting fong.

Then let my raptur'd notes arife :

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes

;

And love my riling bofom warms,
And fills my foul with fweet alarms.

O come, my love ! thy Colin's lay

With rapture calls ; O come away !

Come, while the mufe this wreath {hall twine

Around that modeft brow of thine !

O hither hafte, and with thee bring

That beauty blooming like the fpring

!

Thofe graces that divinely Ihine !

And charm this ravifiVd breaft of mine.

SONG "CCXXVIII.

To theforegoing Tune.

TT'ROM Roflin caftle's echoing walls

Refounds my fhephcrd's ardent calls ;

My Colin bids me come away,

And love demands I Ihould obey.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

His melting {train and tuneful lay

So much the charms of love difplay,

I yield—nor longer can refrain

To own my love, and blefs my fwain.

No longer can my heart conceal

The painful pleating flame I feel

;

My foul retorts the am'rous ftrain,

And echoes back in love again.

Where lurks my fongfter ? from what grove

Does Colin pour his notes of love ?

O bring me to the happy bow'r
Where mutual love may blifs fecure !

Ye vocal hills that catch the fong,

Repeating, as it flies along,

To Colin's ear my ftrain convey,

And fay, I hafte to come away.
Ye zephyrs foft that fan the gale,

Waft to my love the foothing tale

;

In whifpers all my foul exprefs,

And tell, I hafte his arms to blefs.

SONG CCXXIX.

Tune, From the Eajl breaks the Morn, page 230

LET gay ones and great

Make the moft of their fate
\

From pleafure to pleafure they run

:

W7
ell, who cares a jot ?

I envy them not

While I have my dog and my gun.

3H ij
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For exercife air

To the field I repair,

With fpirits unclouded arid light

:

The bliffes I find

No flings leave behind,

But health and diverfion unite.

~4..«..<..<..<..«..<..<.-4-4~
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SONG CCXXX.

TODLEN HAME.

/^7^;z I have a faxpence under my thumb, Then ¥11

iipipiiipiiiii
get credit in il-ka town; But ay when ¥m poor they

bid me gae by, 0 po-ver-ty parts good com -pa- ny>

Chorus.

-C

To-dlen hame, To-dlen hame, 0 cou'dna my love

come to - dlcn hame9
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Fair fa' the goodwife, and fend her good fale

!

She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale

;

Syne if that her tippony chance to be fma'

We'll tak' a good fcour o't, and ca't awa\
Todlen hame, todlen hame,
As round as a neep come todlen hame.

My kimmer and I lay down to fleep

And twa pint-ftoups at our bed's feet

;

And ay when we waken'd we drank them dry :

What think ye of my wee kimmer and I ?

Todlen butt and todlen ben,

Sae round as my love comes todlen hame.

Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow,
Ye're ay fae good-humour'd when weeting your mou'

;

When fober, fae four ye'll fight with a flee,

That 'tis a blithe light to the bairns and me
When todlen hame, todlen hame,
When round as a neep you come todlen hame.
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SONG CCXXXI.

OLD SLY HODGE.

Curtif was old Hodge's wife ; For virtue none was

e - ver fuch : She ledfo pure,fo chajle a life, She

ledfo pure, fo chafle a life, Hodge faid it was vir^

h.

b-f

tue o - ver much : For, faysfly old Hodge, fays he
f

For, fays oldfly Hodge, fays he, Great talkers do

the leaf, d'ye fee, Great talkers do the leafl, d'ye

—
-in

fie.
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Curtis fwore, if men were rude,

She'd pull their eyes out, tear their hair

;

My dear, fays Hodge, you're wond'rous good
My dear, &c.

However, let us nothing fwear :

For, fays fly old Hodge, &c.

One night fhe dream'd a drunken fool

Be rude, in fpite of her, wou'd fain ;

She makes no more than with joint ftool,

She makes no more, &c.
Fell on her hufband might and main.

Still fays fly old Hodge, Sc.

By that time fhe had broke his nofe

Hodge made a fhift to wake his wife ;

0 Hodge, fays fhe, judge by thefe blows,

Dear Hodge, &c.
I prize my virtue as my life.

But, fays fly old Hodge, &c.

1 dream'd a rude man on me fell

;

However, I his project marr'd.

Dear wife, fays Hodge, 'tis mighty well,

Dear wife, fays Hodge, &c.
But next time don't hit quite fo hard

:

For, fays old fly Hodge, &c.
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SONG CCXXXII.

SHE ROSE AND LET ME IN.

were theJkies j OfglitfringJlars appeared no 'more

than thofe in Nel-ly's eyes. When to herfa-

fr.
ji fiaginpfegg
therms door I came, Where I had of- ten been,

I begged my fair, my hue - ly dame, To rife and

let me in.
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But me, with accents all divine,

Did my fond fuit reprove

;

And while fhe chid my rafh delign,

She but inflam'd my love.

Her beauty oft had pleas'd before,

While her bright eyes did roll

:

But virtue only had the pow'r
To charm my very foul.

Then who wou'd cruelly deceive,

Or from fuch beauty part ?

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave

The charmer of my heart.

My eager fondnefs I obey'd,

Refolv'd me mould be mine,
Till Hymen to my arms convey'd
My treafure fo divine.

Now happy in my Nelly's love,

Tranfporting is my joy :

No greater blefling can I prove,

So blefs'd a man am I

:

For beauty may a while retain

The conquer'd fluttering heart \

But virtue only is the chain

Holds never to depart.
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SONG CCXXXIII.

LOCHABER NO MORE.

Farewell to Lochaber ! andfarewell my Jean !

Where heartfome with thee I have many days been :

Tor, Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,

We''U may-be re -turn to Loch-a-ber no more.

Thefe tears that IJJjed, they are a? for my dear, And

no for the dangers attending on weir ; Tho* bore

on rough fcas to a far bloo - dyJJjore, May-be to
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return to Lochaber no more.

Tho' hurricanes rife, and rife ev'ry wind,

They'll ne'er make a tempeft like that in my mind
Tho' loudeft of thunders on louder waves roar,

That's naething like leaving my love on the more.
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain'd

j

By eafe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd

:

And beauty and love's the reward of the brave
;

And I muft deferve it before I can crave.

Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe ;

Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ?

Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee,

And without thy favour I'd better not be.

I gae, then, my lafs, to win honour and fame
;

And if I mould luck to come glorioufly hame,
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er,

And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more.

3 1 U
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SONG CCXXXIV.

RULE, BRITANNIA.

mmmm
When Britain, firfl, at Heaven's command. A-

rofe from out the a - - zure main, Arofe

ipigiggiiiipiiti
from out the azure main, This was the charr

ter, the charter of the land, Andguardian an - - gels

tr.

fung thisJlrain : Ryle, Britannia, Britannia, rule

the waves, Britons ne - - - verjhall beJlaves.
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The nations not fo bleft as thee

Muft, in their turns, to tyrants fall

;

Mud, in their turns, to tyrants fall

;

Whilft thou llialt flourifh—malt flourifh great a,nd free,

The dread and envy of them all.

Rule, Britannia, &c.

Still more majeftic llialt thou rife,

More dreadful, from each foreign flroke ;

More dreadful, from each foreign ftroke
;

As the loud blaft that—loud blaft that tears the fkies,

Serve but to root the native oak.

Rule, Britannia, &c.

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er fliall tame

:

All their attempts to bend thee down,
All their attempts to bend thee down,

Will but aroufe thy—aroufe thy gen'rous flame,

But work their wo and thy renown,
Rule, Britannia, &-c.

To thee belongs the rural reign ;

Thy cities mall with commerce fhine

;

Thy cities fhall with commerce fliine

;

And thine fhall be the—fhall be the fubjecl main

;

And ev'ry fhore it circles, thine.

Rule, Britannia, &.c.

The mufes, flill with freedom found,

Shall to thy happy coafls repair

:

Shall to thy happy coafls repair

:

Bleft ifle ! with matchlefs—with matchiefsbeauty crown'd,
And manly hearts to guard the fair.

Rule, Britannia, &c.
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SONG CCXXXV.

AH, CHLORIS!

Ah, Chloris 1 cou'd I now but Jit As un-

concern'd as when T^ur in^~^-fant ^beau-ty cou'd

beget No hap -pi- nefs nor pain. When I this

dawning did admire, And praised the co - ming day,

sir:ISili&glillli
/ Ut tie thought that ri -Jingfire Wotfd take

'-4 I
my rejl away.
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Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay

As metals in a mine ;

v

Age from no face takes more away
Than youth conceal'd in thine

:

But as your charms infenfibly

To their perfection prefs'd

;

So love as unperceiv'd did fly,

And center'd in my breaft.

My paffion with your beauty grew*

While Cupid, at my heart,

Still as his mother favoured you,

Threw a new flaming dart.

Each gloried in their wanton part

;

To make a lover, he
Employ'd the utmoft of his art

\

To make a beauty, ihe.

SONG CCXXXVI.

Tune, Friend and Pitcher, page 52.

THE lilver moon that mines fo bright,

I fwear, with reafon, is my teacher
\

And if my minute-glafs runs right,

We've time to drink another pitcher.

'Tis not yet day, 'tis not yet day

;

Then why ftiould we forfake good liquor ?

Until the fun-beams round us play

Let's jocund pufti about the pitcher.

They fay that I mult work all day,

And fleep at night, to grow much richer

;

But what is all the world can fay,

Compar'd to mirth, my friend, and pitcher.

'Tis not yet day, &c.
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Tho' one may boaft a handfome wife,

Yet ftrange vagaries may bewitch her
5

Unvex'd I live a cheerful life,

And boldly call for t'other pitcher.

'Tis not yet day, &c.

I dearly love a hearty man
(No fneaking milk-fop Jemmy Twitcher),

Who loves a lafs and loves a glafs,

And boldly calls for t'other pitcher*

'Tis not yet day, &c.

•<.<..<>••>• «>.>.>->.>->.>..>..>..».>

SONG ccxxxvn.

futie, Corn Rigs are bonny, page 4*

LORD ! what care I for mam or dad ?

Why, let them fcold and bellow 5

For while I live I'll love my lad,

He's fuch a charming fellow.

The laft fair day, on yonder green,

The youth he danc'd fo well, O"

;

So fpruce a lad was never feen

As my fweet charming fellow,*

The fair was over, night was come*

The lad was fomewhat mellow ;

Says he, my dear, I'll fee you home

;

I thank'd the charming fellow.

Tou rogue, fays I, you've itopp'd my breath %

Ye bells ring out my knell, O

;

Again I'd die lb fweet a death

With fuch a charming fellow.
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We trudg'd along, the moon fhone bright

;

Says he, my fweeteft Nell, O ;

I'll kifs you here by this good light

;

Lord, what a charming fellow !

You rogue, fays I, you've ftopp'd my breath

Ye bells ring out my knell, O ;

Again I'd die fo fweet a death

With fuch a charming fellow.

SOJSTG CCXXXVIII.

TuneK Ceafe, rude Boreas, page 30.

WELCOME, welcome, brother debtor,

To this poor but merry place
;

Where no bailiff, dun, or fetter,

Dare to mew a frightful face.

But, kind Sir, as you're a ftranger,

Down your garnifli you muft lay

;

Or your coat will be in danger :

You muft either firip or pay.

Ne'er repine at your confinement

From your children or your wife :

Wifdom lies in true refignment,

Through the various fcenes of life.

Scorn to mow the leaft refentment,

Though beneath the frowns of fate
;

Knaves and beggars find contentment -

9

Fears and cares attend the great.

Though our creditors are fpiteful,

And reftrain our bodies here
;

Ufe will make a jail delightful,

Since there's nothing elfe to fear,

3 K
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Every iiland's but a prifon,
'

Strongly guarded by the fea

:

Kings and princes, for that reafon,

Pris'ners are as well as we.

What was't rnade great Alexander
Weep at his. unfriendly fate ?

'Twas becaufe he could not wander
Beyond the world's ftrong prifon-gate.

The world itfelf is ftrongly bounded
By the heavens and ftars above

:

Why Ihould we then be confounded,

Since there's nothing free but love ?

+.4*y4^4*4f^p. v.>..y. y.y,y y y

SONG CCXXXIX.

BELIEVE MY SIGHS.

Believe myJighs, my tears, my dear, Be - lieve a

heart you've won ; Believe my vows, toyouJincere, Or,

Jenny, Pm undone. You fay I'm fickle, and apt

to change At ev
J
- ryface that's new : Of all the girls
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Chorus.

lov'd one like you
, my dear, I ne'er lov'd one like

you ; Of all the girls I e-verfaw, I ne'er loifd

#|f#U II

one like you.

My heart was like a lump of ice

Till warm'd by your bright eye \

And then it kindled in a trice

A flame that ne'er can die.

Then take and try me, you mall End
That I've a heart that's true,}

Of all the girls I ever faw,

I ne'er lov'd one like you.

I ne'er lov'dj &c.

3 K ij
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SONG CCXL.

WHAT POSIES AND ROSES.

Not Palias''s blue eye is brighter than thine ; Norfount

cf Sufannah, Nor gold offair Dana, Nor moon of

dduces. Nor all the nine mufcs, To me are fofair*
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Chorus

9Cfc

What pojies and rofes To nofes difclofes, Tour breath

'j ! if
It^te^ti

allfo fweet, Tour breath allfofweet ; To the tip of

your lip, As they trip, The bees lip, Honeyftp, Like

choicefip, And their hybla forget.

When girls like you pafs us

I faddle Pegafus,

And ride up Parnaffus

To Helicon's ftream.

Even that is a puddle
Where others may muddle

;

My nofe let me fuddle

In bowls of your cream !

Old Jove the great Hector
May tipple his nectar

;

Of gods the director

And thunder above

:

I'd quaff off a full cann,

As Bacchus or Vulcan,

Or Jove, the old bull, can,

To her that 1 love.

What pofies, gcc.
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SONG CCXLI.

Tune, The Bajky Night, page 250.

HILE grave divines preach up dull rules,

And moral wits refine,

The precepts taught in human fchools,

The precepts taught in human fchools,

We friars hold divine,

We friars hold divine.

Here's a health to Father Paul,

A health to Father Paul

;

For flowing bowls infpire the fouls

Of jolly friars all.

When in the convent we're all met,

We laugh, we joke, we ling
;

Affairs divine we foon forget,

Affairs divine we foon forget,

Since Father Paul's our king,

Since Father Paul's our king.

Here's a health, &c.

Our beads and crofs we hold divine ;

We pray with fervent zeal

Torofy Bacchus god of wine,

To rofy Bacchus god of wine,

Who does each joy reveal,

Who does each joy reveal,

Here's a health, &c.

Here's abfolution you'll receive,

You blue-ey'd nuns fo fair
;

And benediction we will give,

And benedi&ion we will give
;

So banifh all your cares,

So baniih all your cares*.

Here's a health, &c.
,
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So fill your bumpers, fons of mirth,

Let Friars be the toaft

;

Long may they all exift on earth !

Long may they all exift on earth

!

And nuns their order boaft,

And nuns their order boaft.

Here's a health, &c.

SONG CCXLII.

Tune, Tou the Point may Carry, page 208

I'M
in love with twenty,

I'm in love with twenty,

And could adore as many more ;

There's nothing like a plenty.

Variety is charming,
Variety is charming ;

A conftancy is not for me ;

So ladies take your warning.

For a man in one love,

For a man in one love,

He looks as poor as any boor,

For a man in one love.

Variety, &c.

Girls grown old and ugly,

Girls grown old and ugly,

They can't infpire the fame defire

As when they're young and fmugly.
Variety, &c.

'Tis not the grand regalia,

'Tis not the grand regalia

Of eaftern kings that poets lings ;

But O the fweet feraglio !

Variety, &c.
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SONG CCXLIII.

THE WAND'RING SAILOR.

The wandering Jailor ploughs the main, A com-pe-

mm
1 i

tence in lift' to gain j Undaunted braves theJlor-my

feas, To Jind at lajl content and eafe ; To find at

=*v 1-1—

lajl content and eafe : In hopes, when toil and dan-

ger's o'er, To an-chor on his nativeJhore; In hopes,

when toil and danger's o'er, To anchor on his na -
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tiveJhore ; To anchor on his nativeJhore. When

winds blow hard, and mountains roll, And thunders

*—I 1~-

^l:-t ^
Jhakefrom pole to pole ; Tho* dreadful waves fur-

roundingfoam, Stillflatfripgfan-cy wafts him horn ;

<7S

Stillflatteringfan-cy wafts him home ; In hopes, when

f
toil and danger's o^er, To anchor on his native/bore ;

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, To anchor on

his na - fiveJhore ; To anchor on his nativeJhore.

3 L
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* When round the bowl the jovial crew

The early fcenes of youth renew,

Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaft,

This is the univerfal toaft :

This is the univerfal toaft :

May we, when toil and danger's o'er,

Call anchor on our native Ihore !

May we, when toil and danger's o'er,

Caft anchor on our native Ihore !

Caft anchor on our native Ihore !

* Thefe words to be fung to the firft part of the tune.

«<"<••<•'<-<'•<••<•«<-«~<t?>-«+»-• >' »••>«>••«

SONG CCXLIV.

ON FRIENDSHIP.

The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, And

friend/hip's ajewel weJeUdom can meet. HowJirange

does it feem. that in fearching a - round, That fource

of con -tent isfo rare to be found! 0 friendjhip !
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thou balm and richfwefner of life, Kind parent of

tr.

de-lu-Jion, the joys of an hour.

How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is a friend

On whom we may always with fafety depend

;

Our joys, when extended, will always increafe,

And griefs, when divided, are huhVd into peace.

When fortune is fmiling what crowds will appear
Their kindnefs*to offer, and friendlhip lincere

;

Yet change but the profpecl and point out diflrefs,

No longer to court you they eagerly prefs.

3 LiJ
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Moderate

SONG CCXLV.

IN PRAISE OF ALE.

When the chill Si-roc-co blows, And winter tells a

pmmmmf^m
hea-vy tale ; When pies and daws and rooks and

crows Sit curjing of the frojls andfnows, Then give me

ale, Then give me ale, Then give me ale.

•

Ale in a Saxon rumkin then,

Such as will make Grimalkin prate,

Bids valour burgeon in tall men,
Quickens the poets wit and pen,

Defpifes fate.

Ale, that the abfent battle rights,

And forms the march of Swedifh drum,

Difputes with princes, laws, and rights,

What's done and pad tells mortal wights,

And what's to come.

3
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Ale, that the plowman's heart upkeeps,

And equals it to tyrants thrones,

That wipes the eye that over-weeps,

And lulls in fweet and dainty lleeps,

The o'er wearied bones.

Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter,

Wine's emulous neighbour, if but ftale,

Ennobling all the nymphs of water,

And filling each man's heart with laughte

Oh, give me ale !
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SONG CCXLVI.

THE CUCKOW SONG.

When daijies pied, and violets blue, And la - dy-

*—l ^T^~j

—

r-i ^-r r— p-m
/mocks allJil - ver white, And cuckow-buds of yellow

hue, Do paint the meadows with delight ; The

fir TTt
i

cuckow then, on evWy tree, Mocks marry1d men, Mocks

*=
*Illi^

marry 1

'd men, Mocks marry'd men j for thusJingshe

:

Cuckow, cuckow, cuckow, cuckow, cuckow.

re
f

I f jjtrj^agif
cuckow 5 0 word offear ! 0 word offear ! Utt-
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pleajing to a marry*d ear ; Unpleajing to a marry 9d

1-

ear.

When fhepherds pipe on oaten flraws,

And merry larks are ploughmens clocks,

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws,
And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks,

The cuckow then, on every tree,

Mocks married men ; for thus lings he

:

Cuckow, cuckow ;—O word of fear I

Unpleafing to a married ear.
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SONG CCXLVIL

THE OLD MAN'S WISH.

Tune, The Matron?s TVi/b, page 58*

IF I live to grow old, as I find I go down,
Let this be my fate : in a fair country town,

Let me have a warm houfe with a ftone at my gate,

And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald bate.

May I govern my paffions with an abfolute fway ;

And grow wifer and better as my ftrength wears away,
Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay.

In a country town, by a murmuring brook,

With the ocean at diftance on which I may look

;

With a green fpacious plain, without hedge or ftile,

And an eafy pad nag to ride out a, mile.

May I govern, &c.

With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more
Of the belt wits that liv'd in the ages before

;

With a dim of roaft mutton, not ven'fon nor teal,

And clean, though coarfe, linen at every meal.

May I govern, &c

With a pudding on Sundays, and itout humming liquor,

And remnants of Latin to puzzle the vicar
;

With a hidden referve of good Burgundy wine,

To drink the king's health as oft as we dine.

May I govern, &c.

With a courage undaunted may I face my laft day !

And, when I am dead, may the better fort fay,

In the morning when fober, in the ev'ning when mellow,

He is gone, and has left not behind him his fellow !

For he governed his paffions with an abfolute fway

;

And grew wifer and better as his ftrength wore away,

Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay.
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SONG CCXLVIII.

MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS.

-i—i—h

—

\—53: m
My mind to me a kingdom is; Such perfectjoy

therein I find, As far ex - eels all earthly hlifs Thai

God or Nature hath ajfigrfd. ffbo* much I want that

vljl—^— ft

mofl would have, Tet/till my mindforbids to crave.

Content I live, this is my flay
;

I feek no more than may fuffice

:

I prefs to bear no haughty fway
;

Look what I lack my mind fupplies.

Lo ! thus I triumph like a king,

Content with that my mind doth bring,

I fee how plenty furfeits oft,

' And hafty climbers fboheft fall :

I fee that fuch as lit aloft

Milhap doth threaten moil of all,

3M
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Thefe get with toil, and keep with fear :

Such cares my mind could never bear.

No princely pomp, nor wealthy ftore,

No force to win a victory,

No wily wit to falve a fore,

No ftiape to win a lover's eye
;

To none of thefe I yield as thrall

;

For why ? my mind defpifeth all.

Some have too* much, yet ftill they crave ;

I little have, yet feek no more

:

They are but poor, though much they have
And I am rich with little ftore

:

They poor, I rich
;
they beg, I give

;

They lack, I lend
; they pine, I live<>

I laugh not at another's lofs

;

I grudge not at another's gain :

No worldly wave my mind can tofs

}

I brook that is another's bane :

I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend ;

I loath not life, nor dread mine end.

My wealth is health, and perfect eafe
;

My confcience clear my chief defence

:

I never feek by bribes to pleafe,

Nor by defert to give offence :

Thus do I live, thus will I die :

Would all did fo as well as I !

I joy not in no earthly blifs

;

I weigh not Crefus' wealth a ftraw

;

For care, I care not what it is
;

I fear not Fortune's fatal law.

My mind is luph as may not move
For beauty bright or force of love*
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I wifh but what I have at will

;

I wander not to feek for more

;

I like the plain, I climb no hill

;

In greater! ftorms I fit on more,

And laugh at them that toil in vain

To get what mull be loft again.

I kifs not where I wilh to kill

;

I feign not love where moft I hate

;

I break no deep to win my will

;

I wait not at the mighty's gate

;

I fcorn no poor, I fear no rich
;

I feel no want, nor have too much.

The court, ne cart, I like ne loath ;

Extremes are counted worft of all;

The golden mean betwixt them both
Doth fureft fit, and fears no fall.

This is my choice : for why ? 1 find

No wealth is like a quiet mind.

3 M ij
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SONG CCXLIX.

DE'IL TAK' THE WAR.

Be*il takr the war, that hurry*d WiUly frae me, Who

to love me jujl > had/worn; Theymade him captain,

Jure to un - do me, Wae is me, he'll ne'er re - turn.

A thou -/and loons a ~ broad willfight him, Hefrom

thoufands ne'er will run ; Day and night I did

ns'd alluring graces, With muckle hind embraces, Now



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 461

fighing, Now crying, Then tears droppingfall ; And

had he my Joft arms Preferred to war's alarms. My

love grown mad, Without the man of Gad, Ifear in my

fit I had grant - ed alL

I waih'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking

;

Snares that they told me would catch the men

;

And on my head a huge commode fat poking,

Which made me mew as tall again i

For a new gown, too, I paid muckle money,
Which with golden flow'rs did fhine

;

My love well might think me gay and bonny,
No Scots lafs was e'er fo fine.

My petticoat I fpotted,

Fringe, too, with thread I knotted,

Lace fhoes, and filk hole garter'd o'er the knee

;

But oh, the fatal thought

!

To Billy thefe are nought

;

Who rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons,

When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me.
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SONG CCL.

AMYNTA.

MyJheep Fve forfaken, and left myJbeep-book,

And all the gay haunts of my youth I'vefor -fook ;

No morefor A - myn - ta fre/b garlands I wove

:

—!

jippiipiiilf
For ambition, I faid> wouldfoon cure me of

. love, 0 what had my youth with ambition to

do t Why left I A- myn - ta ? Why broke I my vow ?

0 give me my fieep, and my JJjeep-hook re-
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Jiore, And Pll wander from love and Amynta no

p—=fc-—
-

Through regions remote in vain do I rove,

And bid the wide ocean fecure me of love ;

O fool ! to imagine that ought can fubdue

A love fo well founded, a paffion £b true.

O what had my youth, &c.

Alas, 'tis too late at thy fate to repine !

Poor lhepherd ! Amynta no more can be thine

:

Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy wilhes are vain ;

The moments negleded return not again.

O what had my youth, &c.
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SONG CCLI.

BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW.

?§iii=Piiiipiipi=
Blow high, blow low, let tempefts tear the main-

majl by the board, My heart, with thoughts of thee, my

dear, and' love wellflor'd, Shall brave all danger,

Scorn allfear, The roaring winds, the raging fea, In

liiglliSisiff
hopes onJhore To be once more Safe moored with thee.

*-m—4m "^U W •

A-loft while mountains high we go, The whijlling

mmmmmwMm
winds that feud a - long, And thefurgc roaring from
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ii^piiiiiiiiii!
below, Shall myJlgnal be to think on thee, Shall

myjignal be to think on thee; And thisJball be my

Da Capo w

Jong : And on that night when all the crew the

memory of theirformer lives O y

erflowing canns offlip

^^jj;;^,flippy
renew, and drink theirfweethearts and their wives,

1 fTFU^a
ril heave ajigh, Pll heave afigh, and think on thee

;

And as theJJnp rolls thro"
9

the fea The burden of my
\
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WE'RE GAILY YET.
Moderate.

We're gailyyet, And we're gaily yet, And we're no

very fu' but we're gaily yet ; "Thenfit ye a while and

tipple a bit j For we're no very fu' but we're gaily

ill
yet.

There was a lad and they ca'd him Dick,

He ^a'e me a kifs and I bit his lip
;

And down in the garden he fhew'd me a trick
\

And we're no very fu' but we're gaily yet.

And we're gaily yet, &c.

There were three lads, and they were clad ;

There were three larTes, and them they had

;

Three trees in the orchard are newly fprung ;

And we's a' get gear enough, we're but young.

And we're gaily yet, &-c„
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Then up wVt Alley, Ailey, Up wiH Alley now ; Then

mm f—
+—

up wVt Ailey, quo* cummer, We s a? get roaring

fu\ And one was kifs'd in the barn ; A-no-ther

was kiJYd on the green; And the fother behind the

peafe-Jlack, Till the mowflew up to her een. Then up
wVt Ailey, &fr.

Now fye, John Thomfon, rin,

Gin ever ye ran in your life
\

De'il get ye, but hie, my dear Jock,

There's a man got to bed with your wife.

Then up wi't Ailey, &c.

Then away John Thomfon ran*

And I trow he ran with fpeed^

But before he had run his length

The falfe loon had done the deed.

Then up wi't, Ailey, &c.
(End with thefirjlverfe, We're gaily yet, l$c.)

3 N ij
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GAY BACCHUS.

Gay Bacchus, liking EJlcourVs wine, A noble meal be*

/poke its ; Andfor the guejls that were to dine Brought

Comus, Love, and Jocus. The god near Cupid drew

3-—'f
P.
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his chair ; Near Comus Jocusplac*d ; Thus wine makes

hveforget its care, And mirth exalts a feajl.

The more to pleafe the fpritely god,

Eaclr fweet engaging grace

Put on fome clothes to come abroad,

And took a waiter's place.

Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry glais

A lady of the Iky ;

While Bacchus fwore he'd drink the lafs,

And had it bumper high.
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Fat Gomus tofs'd his brimmer o'er,

And always got the moft

;

Jocus took care to fill him more
Whene'er he mifs'd the toaft.

They call'd, and drank at every touch,

Then filPd and drank again

;

And if the gods can take too much,
'Tis faid they did fo then.

Free jefts run all the table round,

And with the wine confpire

(While they by fly reflection wound)
To fet their heads on fire.

Gay Bacchus little Cupid flung,

By reck'ning his deceits
;

And Cupid mock'd his ftamm'ring tongue,

With all his ftagg'ring gaits.

And Jocus droll'd on Comus' ways,
And tales without a jeft ;

While Comus call'd his witty plays

But waggeries at beft.

Such talk foon fet them all at odds

;

And, had I Homer's pen,

I'd ling ye how they drank like gods,

And how they fought like men.

To part the fray the Graces fly,

Who made them foon agree
;

And had the Furies felves been nigh,

They ftill were three to three.

Bacchus appeas'd, rais'd Cupid up,

And gave him back his bow ;

But kept fome dart to flir the cup
Where fack and fugar flow.
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Jocus took Corn us' rofy crown,

And gaily wore the prize

;

And thrice, in mirth, he pufh'd him down,
As thrice he ftrove to rife.

Then Cupid fought the myrtle grove
Where Venus did recline,

And beauty clofe embracing love,

They join'd to rail at wine.

And Comus, loudly curling wit,

Roll'd off to fome retreat,

Where boon companions gravely lit

In fat unwieldy ftate.

Bacchus and Jocus, ftill behind,

For one frefh glafs prepare

;

They kifs, and are exceeding kind,

And vow to be fincere.

But part in time, whoever hear

This our inftrudive fong ;

For though fuch friendlhips may be dear,

They can't continue long.
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SONG CCLIV,

FROM THE COURT TO THE COTTAGE.

From the court to the cottage con-vey me away ;

For Fm weary of grandeur, and what they callgay

\

From the court to the cottage con- vey me away;

For Fm weary ofgrandeur, and what they callgay

^iiiiiPliiiii
Where ^ride without meafure, and pomp without plea-

m
furct

Make life in a cir - cle of hurry decay.
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Far remote and retir'd from the noife of the town,
I'll exchange my brocade for a plain rulTet gown

j

My friends fhall be few,

But well chofeti and true ;

And fweet recreation our evening fhall crown.

With a rural repaft, a rich banquet for me,

On a mofiTy green turf, near fome lhady old tree ;

The river's clear brink

Shall afford me my drink,

And Temp'ranee my friendly phyfician ftiall be.

Ever calm and ferene, with contentment ftill blefs'd,

Not too giddy with joy, or with forrow deprefs'd,

I'll neither invoke,

Or repine at Death's ftroke,

But retire from the world as I would to my reft.

F 1 N I S
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